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GET TOGETHER 

Isn't it time the gas and electricity 
boards got together in a little friendly 
co-operation? It seems ridiculous for 
two men to follow each other from 
house to house to read the small 
meters—usually standing side by 
side. 

If one man did the job in one visit, 
thousands of man-hours would be 
saved annually, and costs would be 
cut tremendously.—M_S., Southend- 
on-Sea. 


CALL ME CRACKERS 


At the age of 12 (I am now 58) I 
worked in the local grocer’s shop 
and when the opportunity occurred, 
| would make for the cracker biscuit 
tin, where the biscuits were nice and 
crisp. Thereafter, when the assistant 
needed me he would call for “Crack- 
ers’. 

The name ‘Crackers’ has remained 
ever since, and although my Christian 
name is William, many local resi- 
dents are unaware of this, as they 
know me only by my nickname.— 
W.V., Fowey, Cornwall. 


WELL OILED! 

Just as my brother was leaving the 
house to take part in a singing com- 
petition he complained that his 
throat felt dry. I suggested that he 
should take a drop of glycerine, 
which he did. : 

Later, when I went to put the 


“Why must you make me laugh so soon 
after dinner—it gives me hiccups!” 
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CAUGHT NAPPING 


cost you fifteen shillings.” 


ever experienced. 


the guarantee?” 


POC eeeeeCeeeeeereecercesele! 


a dose of Dad’s cycle oil. It worked, 
too. He won first prize.—‘Sis’, 
Doncaster. 


BROWNED OFF 

Discussing with a grocer the psy- 
chological selling angle of the brown 
egg, if housewives are offered a 
selection they will invariably choose 
a brown one, his comment aston- 
ished me: 

“Oh, yes, as a boy learning the 
trade, we used to dip them in cold 
coffee.” —F.H., Highgate, N.6. 


Some years back | bought an alarm clock that was guaranteed 
for one year. As the year neared completion, the clock developed 
the habit of stopping. | returned it to the shop where | purchased 
it. As soon as | said, “This clock keeps stopping,” the shop-owner 
retaliated with, ‘‘Ah, yes—it needs a new escapement. That will 


As | was still holding the clock, and it was wrapped up, | 
consider that to be the most amazing mechanical diagnosis | have 


“Oh, no it won't,”’ | replied, “‘it’s still under guarantee.”” The 
shop-owner blanches. ““What!’’ he ejaculated, ‘You've still got 


| plonked the document in front of him. It still had five days to 
go before expiring. The man rallied bravely though. “I will have 
to return this to the makers," he said. ‘“‘And that will cost you 
one-and-six for postage, etc.’ | paid him. It was worth ten times 
that amount to see the look on his face as he realized he'd lost 
fifteen shillings by the proverbial ‘fagpaper’.—H.H., S.E.15, 
receives TWO GUINEAS for the star letter of the week. 
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bottle away, | found he’d swallowed 


Gnashers 


@ This is your public 
platform. If you have 
anything interesting to 
say, here is your chance. 
We pay 10s. 6d. for 
every letter published 
and Two Guineas for the 
best of the week. Write 
to: Letters, ‘Parade’, 30, 
Bouverie Street, London, 
E.C.4. 


Payment for letters printed on this pag: 
is made on condition they are original 
and have not been published elsewhere 
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DEAR, DEAR! 

I quite agree with your reader, 
E.M.H.., that the custom of calling 
everybody ‘Luv, dear, ducks’ is 
absurd. It may be a way of being 
matey, but I prefer a bit of DIGN/TY 
myself.—L.W., London, W.9. 


HIGH PRAISE 


Although I have never written to 
you before in all the years | have 
been taking your excellent magazine, 
I really feel that I must put pen to 
paper to congratulate you, and more 
particularly your photographer, on 
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‘* Make all Daddy's patients better, 
but let him get the credit.” 





the exquisite photograph on a recent 
centre-spread of Gloria Paul. 

I feel that this subject has been 
treated with such taste and fore- 
thought that it is, without doubt in 
my mind, the most excellent photo- 
graph you have ever published in 
your magazine.—D.G.P., Catford. 


SOLVING THE PROBLEM 


At work the other day we were 
discussing what effect the mother- 
in-law has on the young married 
man. After all agreeing that our 
respective ma-in-laws were the cause 
of a perpetual headache to us, one 
dejected member of the group 
remarked, “If it’s true that absence 
makes the heart grow fonder, I would 
dearly love the opportunity of be- 
coming fond of my mother-in-law”. 
—W.A.S., Downham, Kent. 





CUT IT OUT! 


Now that the charge for a 
haircut has reached an all-time 
high, can’t hairdressers make a 
decent living without customers 
being pestered to buy razor 
blades, combs, shaving soaps 
and so on? 

After all, would the barber like 
it if the waiter tried to sell him 
two soups, three meat courses, 
four sweets, etc?—E.C., Edin- 
burgh. 


FREE TRADING 


What annoys me more than 
anything else is the spate of so- 
called ‘free’ offers by manufac- 
turers which are actually not ‘free’ 
gifts at all but conditional upon 


the customer's buying a commo- 
dity first and then sending in 
labels, box-tops, etc., in order to 
obtain the alleged ‘free’ gift or 
sample.—B.L.H., Burnley. 


MEETING THE BULGE 


All the models in tailors’ shop 
windows are always of tall, young 
men with athletic figures—broad 
of shoulder, slim of waist and hip, 
and long-legged; the sort of figure 
that would look good in any sort 
of suit. 

Why don’t tailors have a 
special section of the window for 
men with imperfect figures, with 
models that are short and tubby 
so that I could see what I would 
look like in one of their suits?— 
F.J., Fleet, Hants. 


THE NEW 
DISCOUNT CLASS 


Nowadays, our whole trading 
system is crazy. 

Miners get free coal, railway 
workers get free travel, most 
large factories do cheap internal 
trading amongst employees and 
nearly every kind of union 
obtains special discounts for 
members from tradespeople. 

We should cut out these 
bounties and put trading on a 
sound economic basis. Half the 
population ought not to be pay- 
ing for privileges extended to the 
other half. —Mr. A.Y., Sheffield. 
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Thought of the week ... : 
There was a time when girls didn’t care whether spinning- 
«heels had white-wall tyres or not. 


It’s strange really, but when a fellow picks a 
new suit, he likes to see it under a good light, 
but the opposite is usually the case when he pro- 
poses to the girl he intends to marry. 


{ furniture store, to attract custom, employed a beautiful 
slonde model in a low neckline to sit in the window. 
Crowds gatheretl to stare, but nobody entered the shop. 

Next day they made her sit facing inwards, with her 
sack to the window. This time everybody went inside. 


A fellow walked into a vet's and said: ‘‘! want 
you to do something about my Great Dane—he 
keeps chasing mini-cars.”’ 

‘So what?" the vet said. ‘‘Lots of dogs do that.”’ 

The man nodded. *'! know—but mine catches ‘em 
and buries 'em in the garden."’ 


The manager of a French hotel spoke scarcely any English, 
but was bending over backwards to provide a hundred per cent 
service for the British honeymoon couple. 

To save them trouble, he had even entered their name in the 
registration-book, having got this from their luggage: 

“MR. and MRS. REAL CALF LEATHER.” 


Warning to overweights outside health-food 


store: 
THOSE WHO INDULGE — BULGE. 


BOSS—to clerk: “I realize, Johnson, that you've been 
here twenty-five years and never asked for a rise. But that, 
of course, is why you’ve been here twenty-five years.” 


Definition of a Really Nice Boy: Any boy a girl 
hasn't been out with yet. 
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going to be my customers when I've finished my spiel. 

Faces, shadow-flickering, of men and women and girls. 
Specially the girls. Plump, prosperous faces many of them; but 
hungry. 

Hungry for glamour. 

Jewels are glamour. I sell jewels. I sell glamour. Their lovely eyes 
grow greedy and intent as they feast them on my rubies, my 
amethysts, my diamonds and my glimmering opals. The girls nudge 
their boyfriends and the older women prod their husbands. 

, They buy glamour. 

They like to buy it from me because I look glamorous, too, in my phoney 

Eastern get-up. It happens that I have brown eyes and a thin face. Grease- 


—OR THE INSTRUMENT 
OF THOSE CURSED GEMS? 





paint does the rest—and a turban. The men guess I’m a fake but the women 


give me the benefit of the doubt. 


“Black pearls, meess? Sorry, meess. No black pearls. I do not sell black 


pearls. They are the pearls of death.” 


The men laugh and the women squeak or shudder. To the girl who wanted 


black Ling I sell a string of 
emeralds: three-and-ninepence. Her 
boyfriend pays. 

It rains; the crowd thins; I pack 
up. | am a free man and work when 
I please. It is good to be free: free- 
dom is worth more than glamour. I 
pocket my turban, wipe off my 
grease-paint and go into the market 
pub. 

The boyfriend is there: the one 
who bought a smile from a girl for 
three-and-ninepence. She, perhaps, 
is away buying make-up; he is 
snatching a quick half-pint. He 
recognizes me and grins. “Guessed 
you were a fake—like your jewels.” 

“What do you want for three-and- 
nine?” | retort. 

“She wanted black pearls,” he 
chuckles. “What was that bit, about 
black pearls being the pearls of 
death? Just another gag?” 

“T’ll tell you,” I say. 

And this is what I relate. It is the 
truth. 

On a night when the wind was 
still, and the stars were heavy over 
the Gulf of Mexico, two men sat in 
the fug-filled cabin of a small motor- 
boat. One was named Carl Gellers. 
He is dead now. 

I was the other man. I am alive. 


I am not making any joke. We 
were alive at that moment and three 
minutes later one of us was dead. It 
was like that, almost a matter of 
chance; a toss-up. 

Between us on the cabin table was 
a little pile of black pearls. They are 
found along the Gulf and they are 
very precious. It was only a small 
pile. Too small for my liking. 

“Where are the others?” I 
demanded. 

“Others?” snapped Gellers. “What 
others?” 

I stared at him. He was a thin- 
haired, pale-eyed man with a bent 
nose and a scar where someone had 
tried to brain him with the butt of a 
gun. I wished the someone had tried 
harder: for Gellers, as a partner, 





“ Care for a game of 
draughts ?”’ 





brought me nothing but trouble then 
and later. 

Indeed, I might have tried it my- 
self—only I hadn’t a gun. That was 
stupid of me. I'd been warned that 
anyone working in partnership with 
Gellers needed two lawyers and a 
six-shooter to enforce the agree- 
ment. 

I'd been even stupider than that. 
I'd sold Gellers a knife—a good 
Spanish knife—which I'd _ taken 
from a Mexican beachcomber, in 
trade for a bottle of aguardiente. 

It was this knife that Gellers drew 
on me in the dust-up that followed. 
The rickety cabin table came adrift 
from its fastenings; the pearls rolled 
anywhere. Gellers towered above me 
with the knife in his upraised hand. 
I wrenched the loose leg from the 
table and hacked his shin with it. He 
dropped the knife with a howl: we 
both grabbed at it. 

To this day I’ve never succeeded 


in reconstructing the next twenty 
seconds. 


I can only swear that I’d no 
thought of murder or even of killing 
in self-defence. There was no time 
for thought: only for instinctive, 
self-preserving action. 

I got up, Carl Gellers gasped his 
life away on the cabin floor, the 
knife protruding from his back; his 
fingers still scrabbling feebly for the 
pearls. 

A little later I recovered most of 
them. That was after I'd taken the 
boat out a couple of miles and 
dumped Gellers into the sea. I wasn’t 
being disrespectful to the body. 
There was nobody in South or North 
America who would have given him 
a funeral. 

Before getting rid of him I took 
the leather bag from round his neck, 
under the grimy jersey. It contained 
the rest of the black pearls: the pick 
of the collection; the lot that should 
have figured in our share-out. 

Then I turned the 
boat again, back to the 
coast village. 

That was another in 
my series of mistakes. 
I should have used the 
reserve petrol and tried 
for Tarapico; scuttled 
the boat and lost myself 
in the waterside slums. Instead, I 
went drinking in a bar where people 
knew us. I had to answer questions 
about Gellers. Nobody cared whether 
he was alive or dead: they were just 
curious. 

I lied about him. Said he’d gone 
on another trip down the Gulf. Two 
days later some fishermen towed his 
body to the beach with that knife 
sticking in it—-the knife they’d seen 
in my belt. 

“So now you know,” I said to the 
woman. “Maybe you know more 
than I do. Am I a murderer? What 
do you think?” 

Her name was Felice. She was 
black-haired but blue-eyed, full- 
bosomed, luscious. Way back in her 
ancestry there’d been a dash of 
colour: enough to make her sinuous 
and vital when we danced to the 
Negro jazzband in the dive where 
I'd picked her up. 





by 
Fred - 


Westerham 


This was in New Orleans, a 
month or so after I'd got out so 
quickly from that village by the 
Gulf of Mexico. 

Felice showed all her brilliant 
teeth. “A killer? You would not be 
at large —” 

“Maybe not, here in Louisiana— 
though I wouldn’t bet on that. Down 
along the Gulf they jail any killers 
they can catch without too much 
trouble. That’s why I’m here.” 

“Y ou’re here and I’m here,” said 
Felice gaily. “And the pearls—those 
black pearls—are where?” 

I'd been drinking steadily, but 
carefully. “They're where I keep 
them, honey.” 


se OU should sell them! They 

Yy must be worth a fortune.” 

Her eyes glittered. “You and 

I could have good times—go to New 
Y ork—Paris—Kome—” 

“You're beautiful, 
and stupid,” I told her. 
“I’ve got to wait. 
Maybe get to Europe, 
somehow, first. All the 
evidence is that I 
knifed Gellers to get a 
double share. He was 
an American citizen 
and the Mexican authorities may 
have —” 

“Tchah!” Felicity threw her wine- 
dregs at me, playfully. “You're a 
Limey, aren’t you? The men who 
think too much. This world is made 
for living in, loving in —” 

I leant across the café table and 
gripped her bare arm. It was soft, 
but strong. Her bracelets tinkled. I 
would have planted a kiss on her 
tipe mouth there and then but she 
drew away, laughing. 

“Pearls are not legal tender,” she 
teased. “With a roll of bills you can 
get anything in New Orleans—an 
apartment, a car, clothes, luxury, 
service—" 

And a woman, I thought, staring 
at her. 

“We might have had such good 
times,” she mused, dwelling a little 
on the ‘might’. 

I still held her arm. “Look,” | 
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¢ ume and we can 

seduction in her eyes 

s going on. I didn’t 

anted to buy: she 

we were both trad- 

esently she said, “I can 

» | can take you to meet 
Get a taxi.” 

ike that. She knew 

rich—in pearls—but 

ze that my roll of cur- 

vindling day by day. Or 

e did realize 1t—better 





ne dive where we found 
. Julian, was near; and 
city introduced me, he paid 
neet all races and lingoes in 
rleans and this Julian may 
neen christened Jules or Giulio. 
: youngish, leathery lounge- 

nd good-looking in a way. 
eemed to be Felicity’s way all 
z udging by the glances they 
anged. | didn’t care for that. I 
tae't care for Julian. But he might, 
sathered. provide the essential link 
setween my pearls and some good 

emcan currency. 

have to see them,” he stated. 
slian understands values,” said 


re intimate than the one she'd 
seven the playboy. 

took them both along to the 

mean littl room in a down-town 

tel which was all I could afford. 

nere I produced the pearls for 

aspection. Julian poked them around 

th sinewy, sensitive fingers. I won- 

dered if they were the hands of a 
musician, 

“Leave it to me,” he said, briefly. 

My opinion of him went up when 
we returned to his haunt. Felice had 
gone to the cloak-room. He passed 

. me a roll of two hundred dollars. 
“To keep you going, friend. The 
pearls deal may take time—to get 
the best price, you understand—” 

He smiled... Well, the money 
was genuine. 

For two, three weeks nothing hap- 
pened except that I got another 
hand-out from Julian. It pleased me 
to think I was having good times 
with Felice, on his money: for I still 
had the pearls. fe was waiting, he 
said, for contacts... 


: 0°: night I was out with Felice 


. 


until three a.m.—the theatre, 

then a supper-cabaret, then a 
strip-show. I’d moved into a better 
hotel now. 

When I returned, I thought I saw 
Julian moving away towards a 
parked car. I hailed him—maybe 
there was news—but the figure 
climbed in and drove away. 

Continued on page 6 
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IF IT’S MONEY YOU’RE AFTER— 


If you can think of a funny caption to the cartoon below, write it down 
in the space provided, cut it out with the cartoon and send it to arrive not 


later than Tuesday, January 22, 1963, to CARTOON CAPTION No. 153, 
‘PARADP’, 30, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, E.C.4. The Editor will 


award a fiver to the sender of what he considers the best received. 
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‘* Well, it’s the best-looking bird we've seen since we left home!”’ 
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You've seen cartoonist Phil 
Millar's caption to the cartoon 
above. Now see if you can do 
better. 


Mr. J. Minton, 5, Column 
Place, Glasgow. submitted the 
following caption to the car- 
toon (left) and wins FIVE 
POUNDS. 


“Il only left the tank outside 
the NAAFI, sir, and the police 
towed it away.” 





From 
page 5 


The 


That was the last I saw of him. 

And— though I didn’t know it— 
I'd already kissed a long good-bye 
to Felice. 

I slept late in the morning. The 
boy brought my breakfast tray. 

The police came in, without cere- 
mony, before I'd drunk my coffee. 
They were polite at first, in a metal- 
lic way. I asked what they were 
looking for. 

“Black pearls,” said one. “Got 
any?” 

I tried to do some quick thinking, 
to hook this up with the glimpse I'd 
had of Julian, under the street- 
lamps, eight hours before. But the 
brain-wheels wouldn’t turn. And the 
bulls were regarding me stonily. | 
got up and dragged out my suitcase: 
the one with the false lining. I undid 
it. The pearls were there. 

But not my pearls. A cop trickled 
them through his fingers into his 
other hand. “These,” he said 
quietly, “are the loose pearls of a 
necklace that was stolen last night, 
around eleven, from a suite in the 
Rockliffe Hiotel. Where were you at 
that time?” 





Pearls of| 


Felice knew. But she wasn’t there 
to talk. Neither was Julian: the play- 
boy with the hands that might have 
been a musician’s but were a lock- 
picker’s. 

The pearls Julian had planted on 


ooamamese 





‘““Remember, Mr. Spracklin, 
money isn't everything. There's 
a lot of satisfaction in doing a 
job well!’ 
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“| believe we 
have a well- 
known M.-P. 
in the audi- 
ence—I won- 
der if | could 
persuade him 
to come up 
here and say 
afew...” 
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PERDIO Mini-Six <ze-5-5.01 


WAS Et212-0. 


NOW Zons 


+ BATT. 2/6 


Flick it on and be amazed by 
Mini-Six power! Dial your 
station — be amazed by its 
range! This little British 
beauty gives you full Medium 
and full Long waveband coverage 
—the lot! A pocket-small 6- 
transistor set, gets stations 
you expect only with a big 
model. And it’s a real 
good-looker — flush 
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BANGED ON THE HEAD 
—WITH BABIES 


\ ong ago as 1937, Lord McGowan suggested the setting up of a Univer- 





by W. A. 
Clarke 


sity Chair for Accident Prevention. Even if his excellent suggestion had 








peen acted upon, many accidents are so rare that no amount of study 













souks prevent them. controls (large, for esses oe: 
‘ake, for example, what befell an American fisherman—Bobby Bright, of sensitive tuning) and o3: iiss ° sos 
-exas. Landing a cat-fish, he tossed it into the bottom of his boat. Lashing sockets for car-aerial soecseectecc tease hee 
snout, the fish caught the trigger of a shotgun in the boat, and the astonished and earphone too. Give 7" eesescctecs cose 
ameer received a shot in the arm. yourself a treat for Autumn SHS ES IESE ST 
Mr. Josef Figlock, a street sweeper of Detroit, U.S.A., was struck on the — the easy way, on Currys Pees sessecss Sigs: 
wead by a baby which had fallen from a fourth-storey window and finished Witt isos: 





‘EASY-BUY’ TERMS: 10/- down, 

‘then 32 weekly payments of 5/- inc. igen 
battery. For optional personal earphone 
send extra 10/6 with deposit. 


FERGUSON 7- transistor 






= m hospital. A rare enough accident, indeed—yet, a year Jater, the unfortu- 
mate Mr. Figlock was back in hospital again through another baby falling from 
smother fourth-storey window and landing on his head! 
4. very curious accident befell fourteen-year-old Louis Sabatini. On a bitter- 
» cold day he was running down a Chicago street to keep warm when he 
sapped and crashed into a lamp-post. His tongue came into contact with the 
post and froze to it. The fire brigade had to be called to free him. 





In February, 1952, a two-year-old girl, Virginia Bailey,-of Indiana, fell 
tT a stool and broke her thumb. Her mother started off to the hospital 


Death 


me were cultured, worth a couple of 
hundred dollars. I had to choose 
between going to jail for that, or 
telling the whole truth and going in 
on the charge of killing Gellers. 

So I got myself railroaded as a 
hotel-thief. 

During my seventh month inside 
I learned, from a new lag, that 
Julian, after a spree, had managed 
to drive himself and Felice through 
a bridge-parapet in California. 

But I, as I said, am alive and I am 
free. 1 peddle my cheap jewellery: I 
stop work when it rains and I tell my 
story to the man in the pub; to the 
boyfriend of the girl who had the 
emeralds. “So you’ve been in jail?” 
he comments. 

“Never again,” I assure him. 

“You're wise,” he says. “It must 
be dreadful to be without your free- 
dom. Horrible. I couldn’t live that 
way. I should die.” 

The girlfriend pokes her head 
round the bar door and lifts one 
finger. The boyfriend swallows his 
swipes and goes out, like a lamb. 

So even on a rainy day, there is 
always a laugh if you look for it. @ 


with her. Her four-year-old son, 
opening the door for his mother, 
bumped the glass panel with his face 
and cut it. 

So Mrs. Bailey eventually went off 
to the hospital with both children. 
Arriving at the entrance, she slipped 
on the steps and broke her ankle. 

A Rumanian gipsy was hanged by 
the pig he was taking to market, 
which he was carrying slung from a 
rope around his neck. Pausing for a 
breather, he rested the pig on top of 
a fence. It slipped down the other 
side, jerking the rope so suddenly 
that it broke the gipsy’s neck. 

Maybe people like Mrs. Kosa 
Rokaczsi, of Budapest, shouldn’t 
take a bath. Weighing 265 lIb., she 
got wedged in a bath and it took the 
combined efforts of the police, fire 
brigade, two doctors, a plumber and 
a welder to release her. 

Occupational hazards often lead to 
accidents, although these are of a 
nature that can often be anticipated 
and guarded against. So some line 
inspectors of a power station, in 
Missouri, must have been especially 
unlucky. 

While making trips through rural 
districts they were frequently attacked 
by fierce dogs, bulls, bees and goats. 
So the power company bought an 
aeroplane for the inspectors. On its 
first flight, it was attacked by eagles! 
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button control means you can flip—instantly ! — 
from Medium to Long wave. Simple-to-twiddle 
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even looking! Free leather- 
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able carry-straps for 
your hand or 
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And to crown it 
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UBY BROWN, alias Flash Emma, was a golden-haired beauty 
with baby blue eyes, an expression of childlike innocence and 
no morals. She had been bor to the forging and coining rackets. 
Her father, an expert, went down for a long stretch when she was 

in her teens. His Bank of England notes were near perfect, but the 
paper was not. 

The only mills manufacturing this paper were, and are, the Laver- 
stoke Mills, near Winchester. Her Majesty The Queen honoured the 
mills with a visit quite recently. The secret of the watermark in the 
paper has always been closely guarded and has never been success- 
fully forged. 

Emma had a lover, James Griffiths, an engraver and copperplate printer, 
just the talents to appeal to Emma. Until he fell violently in love with her he 
had been honest. He would even have made her his wife if he had not been 
married already. 
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Bath night — 


beauty foiled 
firemen 


even shapely and intrigu- 
ing—if a new idea catches on. A 


Tablets of soap were provided, 
moulded in fascinating female 
shapes. Now there’s no trouble 
in getting the boys to visit the 
washroom. 

_ Ever slipped on the soap? One 
soap firm now makes a 
non-slip hind. You can have bath- 
room soap too with your initials 
—and the initials run right 
through the tablet like the letters 
of seaside rock. Small boys who 
like to play with soap in their 
baths also have a new gimmick 
—a floating soap kept buoyant by 
pumice mixed in the ingredients. 

From Munich comes news of the 
pretty girl who kept her head— 
and her modesty— when firemen 
were called to her blazing apart- 
ment house while she was taking 
a bath. 

The towels were too small to 
otfer much protection. Emptying 
soap foam into the bath, the girl 
lathered up a bubble bath and 
then clad hersel: in the soapsuds. 

The firemen complained that 
she was a slippery customer to 

carry down the escape ladder. 
They had their reward when the 
soapsuds melted in the cold, night 


Griffiths was horrified when Emma 
adroitly introduced her idea for big 
money. But gentle persuasion, 
flattery and calculated frustration of 
his amorous nature finally brought 
his agreement. 


It was in the summer of 1890 that 
two visitors appeared in the village 
where the famous mills were situated, 
Harold Tremayne and his ward, 
Ruby Tremayne, otherwise Emma 
and Griffiths. She, young, lovely, a 
typical English beauty with her 
golden hair and blue eyes, captivated 
all the male hearts. One of those 
hearts belonged to John Browning, 
an employee of the mills. He was 
filled with wonder and delight when 
he was shown special favour. The 
country lad became so infatuated he 
could think of nothing else. 


“I love you,” he declared. “There 
is nothing I wouldn’t do to please 
you.” 

Emma smiled and patted his cheek. 
“Then bring me some paper from 
your mills. That would prove your 
devotion. I don’t want to keep it, but 
just to know I can really trust you.” 

Poor Browning! Not only was he 
scared, but he wasn’t smart enough. 
He was caught by another employee 
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by Jacques Pendower 


named Brewer, an unscrupulous 
rascal who saw a fine opportunity 
for blackmail. Brewer went to see Mr. 
Tremayne. Flash Emma nearly added 
murder to her list of crimes. But 
Griffiths restrained her, pointing out 
it would be easy to double cross the 
country bumpkin. 

In all, thirty reams of the precious 
paper were smuggled out. What the 
proprietors had not realized was that 
the whole of their elaborate security 
arrangements depended on the 
honesty of key employees, of whom 
Brewer was one. 

The amount of paper stolen was 


-enough to print notes worth millions 


of pounds. The robbery was dis- 
covered shortly after. Scotland Yard 
was Called in. Browning and Brewer, 
under examination, confessed and the 
hunt was on for the charming blonde 
and her distinguished-looking com- 
panion who had vanished with the 
paper. 

Forged notes to the value of 
thousands of pounds came into 
circulation, beautifully engraved on 














AUDI ARABIA is proud of being civilized today. 
ey, Once, unfaithful wives were thrown into the sea 
for the sharks. Today, a proud spokesman told a 
traveller recently, they are stoned to death.* 
One woman who was buried to her neck in 


genuine paper. When the flow was 
rapidly stepped up the Superinten- 
dent in charge of the investigation 
persuaded the Bank of England to 
give him £1,500 in cash. He let it be 
known that he would pay £1,000 for 
information leading to the arrest of 
the man and £500 for the woman, no 
questions asked. 

Emma, too cunning to pass the 
forged notes herself, had set up a 
system of confederates, one of whom 
was a Westminster butcher named 
Buncher. He in turn passed the notes 
for distribution to a Mrs. Campbell 
who kept a notorious house in New 
Cross and was well known to the 
police. . 

Information leaked to Scotland 
Yard. Buncher, taking a packet of 
forged money to Mrs. Campbell, was 
shadowed. When the police broke in 
both Mrs. Campbell and Buncher 
protested they had been the innocent 
victims of a crook named Burnett. 
Both were quietly arrested. Burnett 
was located and shadowed to the 
premises of Emma and Griffiths. 


sand, survived such an ordeal. 
Found alive, though terribly bat- 
tered, some hours afterwards, she 
was immediately taken to hospital 
and given, without charge, the 
best possible treatment. 

This was because it was, 
obviously, Allah’s will that she 
should live. 

Thieves are punished by having 
a hand cut otf. If this is done in a 
city, such as Jidda, the criminal 
will, afterwards, be given treat- 
ment, such as anti-tetanus injec- 
tions. 

During wedding feasts, a sign 
will be carried round for all guests 
to read. On it will be stated the 
amount the bridegroom paid for 
his bride. 
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RAT. 
‘Put Silver in the stable and 


When the police entered they found 
Burnett and Griffiths and all the 
evidence for a certain conviction. 

By a stroke of blind chance Emma 
nad been out shopping. As she 
walked up the street she watched her 
lover and Burnett being escorted 
from the house. Although a constable 
had been left to guard the house, 
Emma slipped in by the rear entrance, 
successfully packed clothes, her pass- 
port and several thousand pounds in 
real money, and stole out again un- 
detected. 

Eventually she was traced to Paris 
where she was living with a notorious 
safebreaker. But when the French 
police went to arrest her Emma had 
vanished, and that was the last the __ a a a 
British police ever heard of “Flash 
Emma”. She had lived up to her oft 
repeated motto, ‘Nothing is impos- 
sible if you know how’. 


THROWN TO _ 
SHARKS 


Often, the sum is a falsely large 
one to show the groom is even 
more a man of substance than he 
is, and to prove what a wonder- 
ful wife he has. 

(If he wants to divorce her, he 
merely has to anneunce the part- 
ing three times to the skies. An 
Arab’s religion limits him to four 
wives, so he frequently divorces 
one though he may, later, re-marry 
her, even if only for a night.) 

A further sign taken round at 
the wedding shows the amount the 
couple’s parents have given as a 
wedding portion. This, too, is 
often falsely inflated for purposes 
of prestige. 

*(""Behind the Veil of Arabia”, 
Allen & Unwin, 28s.) 
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It is a breeding ground 








IOLENCE, homosexuality, gang warfare, provo- 
cation by some prison officers, unsuitable 
governors—including one, now retired, a fanatical 
religious maniac—no, it’s not Alcatraz or Devil’s 
Island, or even Britain in Dickens’ time—it’s the opinion 
of a large number of boys who have recently spent time 










for violence. Boys must 





at remand homes and Borstals. 


One of them, now an established small-part actor, 22-year-old 
George Jackson (or that’s what we'll call him, as he intends never to 


see 
“Borstal is a failure.” 


e inside of one of Her Majesty’s Prisons again) declares: 


One of the several Borstal boys who gave technical advice and also appeared 
in Bryanston’s “The Loneliness of the Long Distance Runner”, is adamant. 
“It made me feel exactly like Colin Smith (Tom Courtenay) in the film— 
rebellious, revengeful and determined to get my own back. As a result I 
attacked the ‘screws’, refused to obey orders and twice absconded. I didn’t 
want to be a hooligan. They made me one. 

“It started with the remand home. I was only ten years old and craved 
excitement. Used to play on bomb sites. Everything was made by us 


into w 
the excitement of doing things that 
I shouldn't. I wanted adventure. I 
got it and as a result was sent toa 
remand home. That taught me 
nothing—except to become even 
worse than I was already.” 

George’s experience is confirmed 
by others. The remand home appears 
to Be a breeding ground for young 
criminals. There are children there 
from seven years of age to thirteen— 
babies to young adults. Some of them 
have done no wrong. Merely been 
unfortunate enough to have parents 
who can’t or won’t look after them. 
Some are first offenders, normally 
good children who have just slipped 
up. Others already quite hardened. 

They all mix together. Even if they 
come in good, it’s almost certain that 
they go out bad. 

“The approved school is even 
worse,” says another ex-Borstal boy. 
“Homosexuality is rife and the 
authorities don’t seem to be able to 
do anything about it. There’s violence 
too, and gang fights. You’ve got to 
be tough or you get bashed up.” 


OME boys complain of provo- 
cation by the ‘screws’ in many 
of the Borstals. They say they 

are provoked into argument and as 
a result get ‘chokey’ . . . hauled before 
the Governor and put on bread and 
water. “You never get a chance to 
appeal,” they claim, “and anyway 
it’s just their word against yours— 
and yours doesn’t count.” 

This does not apply to all Borstal 
officers. Many are well-meaning, 
good men, but the problem is too 
great for them. They try to help, but 


eapons. I liked air pistols so I stole them from the big stores. I enjoyed 
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by P. M. Crossley 





by the time they reach Borstal, many 
of the boys are beyond control. 
One boy told me of his first experi- 
ence of a Borstal. “The Governor 
was a religious maniac. He made us 
go to church all the time. Punish- 
ment consisted of three cold showers 
a day—in the open air—even in the 
depths of winter and picking up 
stones and putting them into a 
bucket. You did this without bend- 
ing your knees and when the bucket 
was full, they just emptied it again 
and you started to fill it once more. 


be tough to 


survive. Three 


A thoroughly useless and soul- 
destroying task. 

“If anyone committed an offence, 
the Governor would put on Borstal 
clothes and undergo the same punish- 
ment. He continually ‘punched’ the 
Bible and flung himself to the ground 
every time the Lord’s name was 


. mentioned. 


“We lads pretended to go along 
with him, but privately we thought 
he was a nut case. Religion? I do 
believe in God, but I don’t think a 
chap like that would help anyone 
who didn’t believe to become a 
Christian.” 

“When I was at Borstal,” another 
ex-inmate says, “you never knew 
exactly how long you were to be kept 
there. Your sentence was shortened 
by good behaviour, but as you had 
nothing to work for and you weren't 
told how long you would be detained 
if you didn’t behave, it didn’t seem 
worth while to bother. So I did my 
full term. I broke every rule in the 
book. I was violent, truculent and 
resentful. I ran away, got caught and 


“Just our luck! I'd know Muggsy Flanagan's sewing 
anywhere.”’ 





was sent to Reading—the punish- 
ment centre. Here everything was 
tougher, with solitary confinement 
when one was not allowed to speak 
to anyone else, even during exercises. 
If you got into further trouble, the 
additional punishment was swift and 
drastic. You were shut in a ‘strong 
box’—a room 9ft. by 6 ft. with no 
windows, no light, double doors, 
absolutely soundproof. You could 
scream your head off and nobody 
would hear or even care. 


“m@ THINK that did have some 
effect on me. Maybe a few 
months’ shock treatment like this 
would cure young wrong-doers. But 
Borstal generally only breeds them. 
It may have improved recently—I 
hope it has, but I am sure that it 
teaches you to become tougher and 
harder in order to exist with some 
very tough and dangerous 
customers.” 

Another boy agrees that the short, 
sharp method might have its uses 
too. Also now a budding actor, Eddie 
Baker confesses: “J was sent to 
Borstal via the ‘Scrubs’. I had to 
spend a night there. That still 
remains the most terrible part of it, 
to see those gates close on you. I 
wanted to get away. If they'd Jet me 
go then, I don’t think I'd have gone 
wrong again. Once you get to 
Borstal you start to get used to it. 
I got ‘knocked-off for stealing a 
motor bike . . . just for kicks. I really 
didn’t need it as I’d got one of my 
own anyway. So I sold it and stole 
more. The ‘beak’ said I had the mind 
of a criminal and gave me the maxi- 
mum sentence.” 

Does Borstal reform anyone? A 
very small proportion of ex-Borstal 
boys go straight. And if they do, 
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most admit that it isn’t because of 
Borstal. Both George Jackson and 
Eddie Baker wanted to go straight 
because, while in Borstal, they had 
both discovered their talents as 
actors. For George, with twelve years 
of remand homes, approved schools 
and Borstal behind him, the task is 
greater. Eddie Baker has his mother’s 
affection and his father’s encourage- 
ment behind him. He’s working to 
send his mother to a warm climate so 
that she might recover from the ill- 
ness which has laid her low since 
she learned of her son’s wrong- 
doings. But both boys are emphatic 
in their feeling about Borstal. “It is 
not a deterrent, with its useless, non- 
productive tasks it produces boredom 
and. resentment. It would not stop 
me going wrong again,” they say. 

An authority and writer on 
Borstal matters comments: 

“While I believe, by and large, 
there is not much to quarrel with in 
the present prison system, except 
that which results from overcrowding, 
it is rather early days to make up 
















one’s mind about how the Borstal 
system works. One is very much 
inclined to agree with a great deal 
of what these boys say. 

“It does seem to me that the 
Borstal system could work with boys 
who were co-operative, but so few 
of them seem to be, that it is hardly 
surprising that three out of every 
five boys go wrong again. 


. BOY cannot be put on pro- 
bation without his agreement. 


This means that he agrees 
to take advantage of the contract 
between himself and the Court. Very 
few boys, if asked whether they 
would prefer prison to Borstal would 
not choose prison. When a man goes 
to prison he knows exactly how long 
he must serve and how much time he 
will get off for good conduct. With 
Borstal it can be a maximum period, 
or can be shortened by the Governor, 
depending on how the boy behaves. 
It can be as long as three years. 
Therefore, almost every boy sent to 
Borstal] starts with a non-cooperative 


attitude precisely like that of one of 
these boys. 

“I think, however, that the deten- 
tion centre on which so much interest 
has been focused recently, and the 
intention to open a number of new 
ones, may well be the answer. 

“In the detention centre the dis- 
cipline is far stricter than in a 
Borstal or prison. Communication 
between the inmates is very slight 
indeed and there is scarcely any 
opportunity for the boys to discuss 
between themselves their two main 
topics of interest—sex and crime. 

“It would seem to me that, had 
these boys been sent to detention 
centres in the first place, they might 
not have got into serious trouble 
after leaving them. 

“Several experienced Borstal 
officers have made the point that, 
whereas Borstal training might have 
suited the kind of offenders that 
came before the courts some years 
ago, it seems altogether too lenient 
in its methods, to affect them any 
longer in the way hoped for. 


“The detention centre with its one 
hour of freedom, ban on smoking, one 
hour’s wireless and no television, is 
the kind of discipline which the 
general public believe to be meted 
out to young people who have com- 
mitted criminal offences. The term of 
sentence is known, it is usually a 
Short one, and they don’t have the 
opportunity of learning bad ways or 
even worse ones than they already 
know.” 


N the other hand, the authorities 
themselves face great difficulties. 
Pay in the prison service is 
comparatively low and does not 
appeal to men who can earn a great 
deal more in industry. Prison and 
Borstal buildings are old-fashioned 
and overcrowding creates problems. 
Some officials argue that their task 
can be compared to ‘closing the 
stable door when the horse has 
bolted’—in other words, trying to 
reform youngsters who have already 
been ruined by their home environ- 
ment, lack of discipline, too much 
money to spend and no idea of ser- 
vice to anyone or anything. “If 
parents exercised more authority and 
provided more inspiration for their 
offspring, instead of sparing the rod 
and spoiling the child, we should get 
less occupants in Borstal.” They 
retort: “Of course there are always 


exceptions, but in many cases the 


rot starts in the home. A little more 
authority there and there would not 
be the need for it here.” 

But the problem of the remand 
home still remains. Are we preparing 
potential candidates for the already 
crowded Borstals by placing amongst 
the criminal types, young children 
who are unfortunate enough to be 
unwanted at home, or taken from 
homes that have been split up, or 
merely cannot accommodate them? 
Would it not be preferable for a 
young offender to be remanded on 
probation in those cases where he 
is not already a hardened type, 
rather than be sent to remand homes 
and approved schools by some 
courts? 

The local authorities are in many 
cases hampered by the lack of their 
own homes in which to place these 
unfortunate children, but is any pro- 
gress being made in establishing them, 
or are the authorities merely shelv- 
ing the problem in the same callous 
manner in which they disregard the 
plight of old people in slum work- 
houses? It is time the public 
conscience was aroused to this evil 
in its midst. 
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CHARLES ATLAS, World’s No. 1 Body-Builder, says: 


VALUABLE TROPHY 
GIVEN AWAY 
Be the envy of friends! 
Win this strikingly 
handsome ‘“‘Atlas 
Champion” Trophy 
over 1} ft. high! 











CHARLES ATLAS 
ON T.V. 
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Let Me SHOW How | Gan Make You 
a Real HE-MAN from Head to Toe 
—In Just 15 Minutes a Day! 








AKE a good honest look at yourself! Are 

you proud of your body—or are you 

satisfied to go through life being just 

“half the man” you could be? 

No matter how ashamed you are of your present 

physical condition—or how old or young 

~ you are—the “sleeping” muscles already 

present in your body can turn you into a 

real HE-MAN! Believe me, I know—because 

1 was once a skinny, scrawny, 97-pound half- 

alive weakling! People used to laugh at my build and make fun of 

me. I was ashamed to strip for sports or the beach . . . shy of girls 
_.. afraid of healthy competition. 


a 


HOW | CHANGED FROM A “MOUSE” TO A MAN! 


One day, I discovered a secret that changed me from a timid, 
frightened scarecrow into “The World’s Most Perfectly Developed 
Man”—a “magic formula” that can help turn you, too, into a 
marvellous physical specimen . . . a real HE-MAN from head to 
toe... aman who STANDS OUT in any crowd! 

What’s my secret? DYNAMIC-TENSION—the natural method! 
No theory. No gadgets or contraption. You just do as I did. Simply 
take the “sleeping” muscles already present inside your own body— 
build them up—use them every day in walking, bending over, 
reaching, even sitting! Almost before you know it, you're covered 
with a brand-new suit of beautiful, rock-hard SOLID MUSCLE! 


MY SECRET BUILDS MUSCLES F-A-S-T! 


Just 15 minutes each day in the privacy of your own room—that’s 
all it takes to make your chest and shoulder muscles swell so big 
they almost split your coat seams . . . to turn your fists into sledge- 
hammers .. . to give you a battering ram punch . . . to put solid 
inches of muscle on your torso... to build mighty legs that never tire! 

With DYNAMIC-TENSION, you never get like a bulging side- 


WEAKLINGS BECAME &* 
CHAMPIONS ne 


John Connolly and v p 
Robert Reader, recent a4 
winners of the Charles ray 
Atlas trophy, were weak- ‘ - ‘ 
lings who became cham- be 

pions. Let ‘Dynamic- & 
Tension” make you omen 
another Atlas Champion. 
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A DEEP CHEST? 


1 can add SOLID 
INCHESofpower- 


BIG ARM MUSCLES? 


You'll see and 
fee) your arm 





fulnew muscle ~ muscles 
>A to your chest ~ BULGE 
-~—* —make you |__ out! 
( ' look and 
feel like a 
J dynamo. 
: re — 3 
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TIRELESS LEGS ? 
BROAD SHOULDERS ? 


‘*Dynamic- 
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; tireless drive of a long 
distance runner. 


IN7DAYS! 
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MORE WEIGHT ? | MAGNETIC 
- a PERSONALITY ? 
¢ You'll put on 
pounds in the Fy ie ““Dynamic- 
right places. ‘dae 2 Tension 
** Dynamic - \J oy makes you 
Tension’’ alive with 


rebuilds you 
inside and out. 


and women 
admire. 


{ 
‘ , a | 
>a: 7A, vitality — the 
Wi a husky that 
yy we men respect 
} 


Show performer or muscle- 
bound freak. Instead, you get sleek, 
rippling, handsome muscles all over your body- 


power-packed muscles that COMMAND respect 
wherever you go! 


Hi ida MY 32 PAGE ILLUSTRATED BOOK IS YOURS 


Not for S/-or 2/6 but FREE 





Since I first started helping others to build strong HE- 








ARE YOU: 


Skinny and Run 
Down? 


Always Tired? 















Nervous? 





Shy and Lacking 
in Confidence? 










Overweight and 
Short of Breath? 











Lacking in Vim 
and Vigour? 


* Fat or Flabby? 


* Slow at Sports? 





Do You Want to 
Gain Weight? 


* Tired of being 
bullied ? 
















Ashamed of your 
Half-Man Build? 








NOBODY would 
ever call an Atlas 
Champion “Half A 
Man’’. They wouldn’t 
dare. And nobody 
has to. settle for 
“Second Best”... be 
“pushed around” by 
huskier fellows ... or 
go through life feel- 
ing HALF - ALIVE. 
CHARLES ATLAS, 
himself, tells you 
what you can do 
about it—how you 
can get a HE-MAN 
body FAST—tright in 
this announcement. 



























































i CHARLES ATLAS 
Dept. 4-N2 Chitty Street, London, W.1. 


Big Arm Muscles 
Broad Back & Shoulders 
— More Weight 


| Tireless Legs 


; More Muscle—Bigger Chest 
3 Magnetic Personality 
Send me absolutely FREE without obligation, details of your amazing 
7-DAY TRIAL OFFER, and your famous Book, explaining “‘Dynamic- 
Tension” crammed with photographs, answers to vital health questions 


MAN bodies, over ten million—yes, ten MILLION— / = Py | ROG VARS ATH. 

young men like yourself have written for my big FREE Peree ie . : 
illustrated book. 32 pages—crammed with axtual photo. [it Grex g NAME ssnssorscoseen Mine SeiteOh ies Seseee. cea Oc Rin ts et. eed ee 
graphs, valuable advice, answers to many vital questions, i | i eed | 

full details about DY NAMIC-TENSION. Let me send | if : PER saci UVa ara bapne ava iaeokdnd een bod ean aS DEXOEL arias tes 


you a FREE copy. Check the kind of body you want in | 
the coupon—and post it to me: CHARLES ATLAS. Li 
Dept. 4-N2, Chitty Street, London. W.1. TF 
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De YANKER 
SURGEON DENTIST 


“Like to kill a little time while we're waiting? I've 
read all these magazines.”’ 





ARIES (March 21—April 20) 

An interesting change in routine 
is probable, resulting in a new 
friendship. The week-end ought to 
bring some amusing interludes on 
the social side. 


TAURUS (April 21—May 21) 

A quiet but enjoyable week, pos- 
sibly more attractive to the older 
subject than the younger ones. The 
latter, however, may be involved in 
a oe interlude at the week- 
end. 


GEMINI (May 22—June 21) 

A first-rate time for tackling 
domestic and family problems. 
Relations will be more co-operative 
and your viewpoint will get accepted 
without much of a battle. Travel 
possible on Saturday. 


CANCER (June 22—July. 23) 

A busy but rather e,asperating 
week, when duties pile up and you 
have to cancel some social activi- 
ties as a result. But the outcome 
should be profitable and satisfying. 


LEO (July 24—August 23) 
Finance greatly in your mind this 
week. You may find expenses 





STAR PARADE 


heavier than you expected, but 
there is an equal chance that by 
the end of the week you will have 
news of a money gain. 


VIRGO (Aug. 24—Sept. 23) 

Fate is putting you on your 
mettle, with a challenge to prove 
your abilities. If you heed oppor- 
tunity’s knoch you could make great 
progress. On the other hand, a 
timid approach won't really mar 
the long-term results. 


LIBRA (Sept. 24—Oct. 23) 

Be cautious if others tempt you 
to abandon tried friends or to 
ignore the ties of family and loved 
ones. Your restless spirit could lead 
you into paths you would later find 
bothersome. 


SCORPIO (Oct. 24—Nov. 22) 
Routine matters move along 
pretty nicely, but special activities 
started in the past week or so get 
bogged down. It could be that you 
have been over-ambitious and con- 
siderable retrenchment is called for. 


SAGITTARIUS (Nov. 23—Dec. 22) 
There is the likelihood of upsets 
this week through no fault of yours. 
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ANCY KWAN has been making a film called “Tamahine” in which 
she is called on to do a lot of athletic stuff. No problem about that 
except that Nancy, who married last June, has been pregnant. 

So this must be a matter between Nancy, her doctor and director 


Philip Leacock, who is paid to produce the film on schedule. 

Why should this be brought up in a publicity surge? 

We all want Nancy to have a wonderful child, but her film, ‘“Tamahine”, 
will be judged as a film. The fact that she is going to have the most magnifi- 
cent experience possible for a woman should not be exploited as publicity. 
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JEAN SEBERG—‘“‘The French are so 


polite.” 


by Tzigane 


To avoid heartbreaks keep plans 
flexible and be philosophical about 
fate’s wayward dealings. 


CAPRICORN (Dec. 23—Jan. 20) 

A risk of a quarrel with someone 
you hold dear. If it occurs put a 
reconciliation in hand right away. 
The move must come from you, and 
it will be gratefully accepted. The 
week-end could then be a time for 
celebration about a crisis well 
handled. 


AQUARIUS (Jan. 21—Feb. 19) 

You may be in need of friends 
this week when a personal problem 
becomes too big, and fortunately 
there are those more than ready to 
help. Health signs need careful 
attention just now. 


PISCES (Feb. 20—March 20) 
The familiar problem of money 
versus happiness may arise quite 
suddenly. The chance to progress 
in a practical manner will clash 
with the calls of love and friend- 
ship. The dilemma will be solved 
best with an older person's advice. 
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Certainly it will not in 
fluence the public’s judg- 
ment on whether “Tamahine” 
is a click. 


kk 


What goes with some of 
our television ‘tops’? Asso- 
ciated TeleVision proudly 
announces that, next month, 
they are going to start a new 
TV series which is set in an 
aeroplane factory. 

“We intend to take 
viewers behind the scenes 
to show what goes on in a 
modern plant of this nature 
—from executive level down 
to the men and women 
working on the assembly 
line,” says Lew Grade. 

A series of documen- 
taries? Or fictional? Or just 
plain desperate? This is 
plain daft. An aeroplane is 
something you board if you 
can afford the fare. As a 
series an aeroplane factory 
seems unlikely to be any 
more fun than a jam factory. 
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After a year of filmgoing, 

mostly gloomy, I’d rate Elsa 
Martinelli as one of the 
more fascinating experiences of the 
year. 
In that poor picture, “The Pigeon 
That Took Rome”, she was a delight. 
In “Hatari”, a rather glum mess 
about a bunch of hearties led by 
John Wayne, whose job is trapping 
animals, she was first class. Re 
membering Sophia Loren and Melina 
Mercouri it seems to me that the 
Continental gals have an edge on 
those from Britain and the States. 
Always, however, there are Angie 
Dickinson from the Hollywood fringe 
and the much under-rated Sylvia 
Syms from Britain. 

Hand it to Elsa, however, for in 
“Hatari” and “Pigeon” she had to 
compete with those great scene 
stealers, animals and birds. Neither 
Angie nor Sylvia has yet had to face 
that competition. 


a ee 


Where the money goes. Sophia 
Loren’s wonderful costumes for “Fall 
Of The Roman Empire” are getting 
the full works in the way of high- 
class Florentine stitching. 

Anybody going to notice in the 
back row of the local cinema? Still, 
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‘**_on the other hand, | always 

take my breakfast coffee with 

two lumps—my wife and 
daughter.”’ 





it will probably make La Loren feel 
good which is always useful with a 
Star actress. 


Sele ae 


It’s well known that British girls 
are tops on the Continent as floor- 
show dancers and showgirls. As a 
matter of fact some of the French 
and Italian popsies are a little peeved 
at the way Bnitish girls get so many 
of the top jobs. 

But for the film “Chaste Suzanna” 
in which Maruja Diaz does a sizzling 
Can-Can the backing girls were 
drawn from the Moulin Rouge show 
in Paris. I still wonder how many of 
the Moulin Rouge gals are French, 
though! 
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The old favourites for the kids 
such as “Toad of Toad Hall’, “Billy 
Bunter”, “Peter Pan” (though on ice 
this year!) and so on are always 
welcome at holiday time and save 
uncles a lot of headaches in deciding 
where to take the nippers. 

But a new seasonable show for 
children is always doubly welcome. 
It looks as if “Cindy-Ella” (or “I 





Gotta Shoe”) which is being shown 
at matinees in London’s Garrick 
Theatre looks as if it might be a 
permanent Christmas attraction. 
Cleo Laine, Elisabeth Welch, Cy 
Grant and George Browne head a 
coloured cast that is giving a splendid 
sepia version of the best loved of all 
fairy stories. It’s a sparkling little 
show and thoroughly recommended. 


They’re all trying to get into the 
act! Jean Simmons’ daughter Tracey 
makes her screen début at the age of 
six in “All The Way Home” in which 
Jean stars with Robert Preston. 

But this is not the start of a career 
for Tracey. 

Jean tells me, “It’s all a joke, 
really. Tracey was visiting her mother 
on the set and decided that she 
wanted to dress up in the period 
clothes we wear in the film. She 
really did look adorable and the 
director, Alex Segal, decided to put 
her in the film.” 

Well, Jean started young enough 
and maybe this will be the start of 
an acting career for Tracey. If she 
has inherited any of the talent of her 
mum and her dad, Stewart Granger, 
then Tracey should be a natural. 
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Jean Seberg has settled down in 
Paris as if it were her home town. 
You can’t blame her for she is now a 
really big name in French films. 

But what impresses Jean most 
about the French is their politeness. 
“Policemen, even. Even when they’re 
going to give you a ticking off for 

speeding they always salute you first. 
I often wonder if they salute before 
they arrest a burglar!” 

Jean has just made “The French 
Style” with Stanley Baker, and that’s 
another thing she likes about the 
French. “In French studios one starts 
work at noon and works straight 
through till 7.30 p.m. It means no 
Junch, but after 7.30 p.m. you can 
dine in leisurely fashion, go to the 
theatre or dance and still get a good 
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night’s sleep before starting work. It’s 
heaven!” 
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l HEAR 

That Anna Neagle is going to con- 
centrate on television for a while fol- 
lowing the hit she made in her début 
in a television play, “A Letter From 
The General”. 

1 HAT Spanish producer Vicente 
Escriva is going to make a new film 
version of “Christopher Columbus”. 

THAT one of the hottest records 
(saleswise) is Allan Sherman’s “My 
Son, The Folk Singer” a satire on 
Jewish family life. You can get it on 
WM 8123/WS 8123, and I think 
you'll like it. 
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her on. 


Makia was deeply hurt. “No one wish for me?” 
she asked. “No one?” The men looked away. “Then 
me go back to Zanzibar,” she said, and began to 


walk off into the dark jungle. 


HERE was considerable anxiety to get nid of 
the responsibility of Makia among the men, 
but as each was presented with this pretty 
slave girl by his companion he hastily passed 
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It was Donald O’Shay who grabbed 
her. After all, he felt responsible for her 


being there at all. “You can’t go,” he told 
her. “You’d never make it past the first 


lion!” 


Which, undoubtedly, was what Makia 
hoped he would say. She promptly ran 
to his side and announced that she would 


gladly stay. 


As Sir Henry grumbled, to have a gal 
with inadequate clothes among a group 


of men, and no chaperone, was most 
irregular. 

Before the night was through 
another companion, quite as irregu- 
lar as Makia, but not so attractive, 
joined the party. A small chimp, 
attracted by the food, and quite un- 
afraid of humans, refused to be 
shooed away quite as definitely as 
the girl had been determined to 
remain. But this was a guest the 
Professor found most charming. The 
chimp and the scientist became 
great friends... 


FIVE WEEKSIN A 
BALLOON 


A ‘Parade’ serialization of the Irwin 


Allen production. Starring Red Buttons, 

Fabien, Barbara Eden, Cedric Hard- 

wicke, Peter Lorre and Barbare Luna. 
Released by 20th Century-Fox 





drums in the district. But both 
animals and savages, attracted as 
they were by the strange presence of 
men who rode through the air, were 
too timid to make any definite attack. 


Then there came a morning when 
a violent thunderstorm broke. The 
Professor decided that to Jand in 
such weather would be to have the 
balloon torn to pieces. The only 
thing was to ascend and go with the 
wind. 

The move saved the balloon. 
When the turbulence ceased and they 
could drop through the clouds it was 
to see a fairly big town below them. 

“A town as big as that must be 
Hezak,” said the Professor, after 
checking his maps. “It means we've 


Hail 


—_ 


been blown far south of our course, 
but there’s no other place for hun- 
dreds of miles as large as this.” 

They came down gradually over a 
big market place. Below them the 
crowds which had gathered began 
to run in all directions, terrified by 
this monster. Only when the balloon 
had landed, and the natives saw that 
there were white men in the gondola, 
did they cautiously begin to creep 
back. 

“Hail friends,” the Professor 
shouted in Arabic, which he hoped 
they understood. 

Evidently they did, because a 
wailing began in which Arabic words 
of greeting could be heard. 


A MAN in picturesque costume 
stepped forward and prostrated 
himself. 

“Hail, oh people of the Moon,” 
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tne 
Moon God 


For two or three days the voyage 
was fairly uneventful. At night they 
were worried by marauding animals 
and the constant beating of war 


he intoned. “Your servants entreat 
the mercy of the Moon God.” 
“He’s looking &t you,” whispered 
the Professor to Donald. 
Indeed the man was. “Our Sultan 


is sick. Will the Moon God deign to 


leave the moon and make our Sultan 
well?” 

“Why me?” spluttered Donald. 

The Professor grinned. “Maybe 
because you’re red-headed and hand- 
some—at least to their uncivilized 
eyes. Well, if we aren’t to make 
enemies we'd better go. We'll be your 
attendants and slaves,” he said to 
Donald. “Bring the first-aid kit,” he 
added to Jock as he clambered out 
of the gondola. 

The balloon crew were escorted 
to the Sultan’s palace. Inside, in a 
large room, a few men were huddled 
round a throne on which a very fat 
and lascivious-looking old man lay 
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eeee “egro guards with drawn 


police officer forces the Professor to 
accompany him to a secret destination. 

This proves to be 10, Downing Street. 
The Prime Minister explains that a big 
slaving expedition is moving across 
West Africa. To prevent slavery and 
obtain the territory for Britain, the Pro- 
fessor is asked to travel the 4,000 miles 
by balloon. He agrees. 

At Zanzibar, from where the balloon 
is to take off, the Professor is joined by 
Vining, sent by the Government, and by 
Donald O'’Shay, an American news- 
paper reporter. Don causes immediate 
trouble by rescuing a girl from the slave 
morket. She stows away and appears 
when the balloonists have made camp. 


Ahmed turned and clapped his 


| “meters hovered in the background. hands. Immediately some negroes 
evpusson sniffed the air. “He’s advanced to the doorway of the 
| ‘eer donking. Pombe the Arabic throne room and hurled a captive 


eer 
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mals called. He’s paralytic.” 

sy black coffee around to cure 
em asked Donald, with an anxious 
pec om the guards. 

*eve something better than 
te said the Professor.’He clapped 
ms hands and glared at Sir Henry. 

“Ammonia from the first-aid kit, 
teve’ he shouted. _ 

wering at the insult, Sir Henry 

memed the case. 
Play your part, man,” the Pro- 
essor hissed. “Grovel as you hand 
me. And if this doesn’t work be 
scady to run. Donald may be a god, 
sat so’s the Sultan to these people.” 


T HE penetrating smell of ammonia 
filled the room as the Professor 
»aved the open bottle beneath the 
Sultan’s nose. He breathed deeply, 
soughed and sat up, spluttering. A 
seh of amazed relief came from the 
»atching courtiers. 

The sultan looked round, bleary 
eved. 

“Who are these white men?” he 
demanded. 

“The Moon Cod, his medicine 
man, and his slaves,” said a minister. 


sprawling on the carpet before the 
Sultan. 

Fergusson and his horrified com- 
panions saw that the captive was a 
white girl, dressed in neat American- 
style clothes. 

Ahmed grabbed at her to pull her 
to the Sultan’s cushions. With a 
sudden lunge the girl snatched a 
flaming torch from the feasting table 
and swung it at the Sultan. 

“Keep away,” she screamed. “T’ll 
kill you. I swear it.” 

Donald stepped majestically for- 
ward and proclaimed himself as the 
Moon God, and that his wish was 
that the girl be freed. 

But Ahmed had met many white 
men in his trading activities. He 
made a mock bow and spoke in good 
English. 

“How foolish of me not to recog- 
nize you,” he growled, grinning 
evilly. “But how strange the Moon 
God should speak English!”, 

“All right,” the Professor inter- 
rupted. “You know! How much to 
release the girl?” 

Ahmed glanced at the Sultan. “I 
love money,” he admitted, “but | 
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‘The natives are scared of the men from the sky. | 
But this does not help them free a white slave girl 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED 
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When O’Shay tells the slave girl he rescued that she could stay, she runs 
to his side to show her gratitude. 


love my life more. I took enough 
risk when I snatched this white 
teacher from the mission at Dodoma. 
The Sultan wanted a white woman. 
To ignore his wishes . . .” He paused 
significantly, and glanced at the 
guards. 


: Y name’s Susan Gale,” the 
girl whispered hurriedly. 

“They raided us at night, burned 

everything. Please help me.” 

Donald took her by the arm. 
“You're leaving now,” he assured 
her. Then to Ahmed, “Don’t try to 
stop us.” 

Ahmed stood aside. “There’s no 
need,” he replied. ““Hezak 1s as far 
as you will get—in this world.” 

e signalled to a guard to pull 


back the great curtains over the 
windows. Through the lattice-work 
streamed moonlight. 

“A Moon God, eh?” Ahmed 
shouted in Arabic. “Travelling on 
the moon herself—that bubble in the 
market place. Then what is that 
shining in the night sky?” 

The Sultan aroused himself suffi- 
ciently to blink skywards. “A moon 
in the sky, a moon in the market 
place,” he said thoughtfully. 

“That is the true one!” His finger 
pointed toward the sky. 

“They know we’re fakes and the 

> is up.” said the Professor. “We'll 
be lucky if we wriggle out of this 
now!” 

(To be continued in next weeh’s 
‘Parade’ 
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: “They have come to make you 
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4 ordered a celebration. It meant more ¢% 4 
__ pombe to drink and he was soonin & %S 
a stupor once more. % 
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tough-looking Arab swaggered in. 
in his fist he clutched a bull whip, 
and though he bowed before the 
oleary-eyed Sultan it was noticeable 
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that he was not as intimidated as the .e antes cu 
rest of the Arabs. ¥ name and ad- 
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FIRST PRIZE £750 


HE “News of the World” Crossword 

provides an unequalled opportunity for 

exercising judgment and common sense. 
You are asked to complete it with the aid of 
the clues provided. Entries will be judged by 
the aptness and accuracy of the answers in 
relation to the clues. All decisions will be 
based on the answers given by competitors in 
their coupons. 


Judging will be carried out under the supervision 
of an Adjudication Committee. 


Every entry received will be considered carefully 
and the First Prize of £750 will be awarded to the 
competitor who has submitted a coupon giving what 
the Adjudication Committee judges to be the best 
set of answers to the clues provided. 
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£1,00 


@ CONSOLATION AWARD £250 





This set of answers will constitute the winning square. 

The Consolation Award of £250 will be awarded to 
the competitor whose entry is next in order of merit. 

In the event of a tie or ties the Prize or Prizes will 
be divided equally among the competitors concerned. 

To enter, fill in puzzle in ink or ball-point pen. Sign 
your name and add your address in block capitals. 
Correct name and permanent address must be given. 

Entry forms must be signed personally by the 
competitor. 

Post entry form with your postal order in an 
envelope bearing stamp to 


eee a COMPETITION No. 1,335, 
News of the World,”’ 
6, Bouverie-street, 
London, E.C.4 (Comp.), 


so as to reach us not later than first post on Friday, 


January 25. 
SIXPENNY Postal Order should accompany one 
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CROSSWORD 
EVERY WEEK 


or two coupons; ONE SHILLING for four coupons; 
TWO SHILLINGS for eight coupons. 

Family entries of same surname and address may 
be sent in one envelope. 

Names of winners and sa puzzle square will 
be published in the “‘News of the World,” on 
Sunday, February 3. 

No competitor may send in more than one entry 
form cut from the ‘‘News of the World’’ and one entry 
form from this issue of ‘‘Parade’’ but entries will be 
accepted on plain paper provided that the total coupons 
do not exceed eight from any one competitor. 

Make P.O. payable to ‘‘News of the World,” Ltd., 
and cross it /& Co./. Write name and address and date 
of os on back of P.O. and fill in value and 
number of P.O. on entry form. 

A copy of the full rules and conditions can be 
obtained from the *“‘News of the World” office. 


CLUES—ACROSS 

. Large bag of coarse material. 

. Driving —— when the road-menders 
are on the job can be dangerous. 

. Might well arouse one’s sympathy 
when finally trapped. 

. Far from expensive. 

10. It’s plunder. 

11. A spendthrift just won’t care what 

he pays for it. 
12. The Mediterranean? 


14. The recruiting of the right kind of 
—— is very important in the 
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Army. 
16. Father’s 
mother. 
18. People employed to —— fruit will 
most likely have had experience. 





may mean a lot to 


21. Presumably the owner of one will 
see that it’s insured. 


23. Unpleasant to look at. 
25. May ask advice when needing a job. 


26. He may be more popular than you 
might expect. 
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i 28. A poor man may decide that he just 
j can’t afford a large one. 

{ 29. Put into the right order. 

i 30. Presumably there will be a responsi- 
3 ble person in charge of it. 
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CLUES—DOWN 
1. No records will be broken if it’s slow. 
2. Rearrange the letters of ‘‘test’’. 
3. There’s a limited sale for very 


A expensive ones. 

4. If jam were greatly reduced in price, 
mother might quickly buy a ——. 

6. Sheltered from the light and heat. 

7. What an artist can do with a 
sheet of paper might surprise you. 





8. Takes shape. 

13. Upset the milk, perhaps. 

15. Senior service. 

17. The atmosphere we breathe. 
19. A sort of box. . 





One or Twe 20. Every —— realises how important it 
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27. It’s just rubbish. 
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“ | found the firescreen was hotter than the coals we get." 
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British-made confectioneries. The world — at least the sweet-toothed 


\ HEREVER Xmas is celebrated, the Yuletide fare is likely to include 


part of it—loves our candies. 


More than eighteen million pounds’ worth are exported every year, with 
\merica and Canada our best customers. 

Every size of order is met. One old woman in Australia asked an English 
‘im to send her some sweets that were the rage with youngsters when she was 
2 child in England. The firm obliged—and threw in a lot extra for good 


measure. 


4 bigger order came from Jordan, some time ago, when the Jordanian Army 
was supplied with ten tons of best-quality toffee. 


Winning the world’s markets has 
not been easy. Production methods 
must be adapted to suit the destina- 
tion of the confectionery. For 
example, toffees going to Iceland are 
made differently from those intended 
for hot climates. Boiling times and 
ingredients are controlled by where 
the exports go. 

Britain is the world’s champion 
sweet-eating country with an average 
consumption of half a pound per 
head a week. Next comes America, 
well behind, with 54 ounces per head. 

But whatever our capacities, the 
way we consume our sweets is often 
governed by the seasons, apparently. 
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by Austin Jones 


According to a prominent member 
of the confectionery trade, people are 
likely to chew their candies during 
the winter months, but tend to suck 
them more in the warmer months 
of summer. 

In this country, liquorice allsorts 
are among the most popular sweets. 
But if a travelling salesman had not 
gone sprawling as he walked into a 
Leicester store, in 1899, they would 
never have been heard of. 

The salesman’s sample case, con- 
taining eleven different types of 
sweets, burst open and the sweets 
were scattered. Red-faced, the sales- 


The customer looked at the pile 
of mixed colours, then told the sales- 
man, “T’ll take some, but | want them 
sent like that—all sorts together” 

Recently, sweets were introduced 
into a council’s chambers to calm 
frayed tempers. 

Whenever voices are raised, and 
the table-thumping starts, at council 
meetings in Taumaruni, New 
Zealand, out comes the bag of sweets 
to be passed round. Everyone is 
quickly pacified, and the meeting 
continues on a quieter note. 

An electrical engineer suggested 
the idea of tranquillity through 
toffees. Now it is being copied by 
other councils. 
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Gladys. Bryan, M.P.S., Direcctor 
LABORATORIES LIMITED says:— 


RADONTEX made to my formula and used in 


accordance with my instructions will change hair to a 
. . . ” 
natural colour without using dyes or tints. 


LOOK YEARS YOUNGER 
MEN OR WOMEN ANY AGE wien 


grey or greying hair can change the colour now by 
using RADONTEX. 


WHAT IS RADONTEX ? 
RADONTEX is a soft white non-greasy cream used 


once a day. 


RADONTEX acts on che hair itself, gradually 


changing the colour. The change is complete in 3-4 
weeks and afterwards the colour is maintained by 
using RADONTEX twice a week or even less. In 
addition the soft creamy base of this amazing formula 
conditions the hair by banishing scurf and dandruff. 


Start using Radontex now. 
Post the coupon below. 





2 


of RADONTEX 











Post this coupon now. Your supply for 60 days under 
our money back guarantee will be sent at once post 
free under a plain label. 

Please send at once:—60 days supply of RADONTEX 
at 12/- 


l enclose remittance value...................66..000066 


To: Radontex Laboratories Ltd. 
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21 days later 
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KNEW Meg was biting her tongue to stop saying “I told you 
so”, but I was still sure I'd taken the right fork in the road ten 
miles back. I'd driven through the Sierra Nevada hills before 
and thought I knew all the short cuts, but now I began to wonder. 
Mind you, she didn’t say anything, just grinned at me, her snub nose 
wrinkling and her grey eyes telling me she loved me even though I was a bit 
of a slob. Wives like Meg don’t grow on trees and after three years | still had 
to pinch myself to realize what a lucky guy I was. 
The track got rougher and I was ready to admit my wrong tum when I saw 
buildings ahead and Meg sighed with relief. 


“Town just ahead, honey.” 


I took a second look at the place before I answered and frowned for there 
was no movement there, and the buildings were fragile, leaning cabins, cob- 
webbed with dusty brush and weeds grew in the main street. 

“It’s a town O.K., honey. A ghost town. Packrats and tumbleweeds for 
citizens and gopher holes for subways.” 

Just to make things easier, the car blew a tyre right then and there and 
lurched to a stop in the middle of the dust patch which was the main street. 
One look at the tyre and I was hungry. Changing wheels on an empty stomach 
isn’t my idea of fun and the cold chicken and beer in the boot called loudly. 

“Let’s eat with Earp, honey,” I cracked, grabbed the lunch basket and 
headed for the sagging steps in front of a tired building whose warped, old 
sign could still be read. ‘The Bull’s Head’ it said and a pair of spike-tipped 
steer horns were nailed askew over the door. There was dust everywhere, but 
at least we were out of the sun glare. I took a huge bite from a chicken leg 
and choked for, with a weary grinding a battered pianola in the saloon comer 
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ised human 
heads as 


cannonbalis 


EAD of a 200,000-strong 

army of Tartars, and ruler 

of an empire stretching from 
Moscow to Delhi, from the River 
Irtish to Cairo, Timur had 2,000 
captives cemented together. 

In Isfaham, he had 70,000 heads 
heaped in a gigantic mound to 
serve as a warning to any who 
doubted his power to rule. In 
other campaigns he had his troops 
hurl back the heads of killed and 
captured enemies as cannonballs. 

Yet he forbade his own army 
drinking and immorality, banned 
rude humour, and would not let 
them talk about violence in any 
form. 

His favourite pastimes were 
playing chess, or discussing 
religion, science or the arts. 


, he was responsible 
for the slaughter of thousands, 
he lives of philosophers, 


scientists and other wise men. 

Timur was born in 1336—The 
Year of the Mouse—and, on birth, 
his hands, aptly enough as his life 
was to prove, were found to be 
filled with blood. Soon, he was 
engaged in battle. When only a 
youth he was crippled in his right 
arm and leg. Enemies gave him 
the nickname, Timur the Lame, 
which was soon shortened to 
Tamburlaine. 

His big ambition was to conquer 
China. But he never achieved it. 
When he was 69, and still warring, 
he died of old age, 250 miles from 
his capital of Samarkand. 
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suddenly burst into jangling life. 
Meg’s freckles stood out sharply 
against her pallor and I dredged up 
a weak grin. 

“Probably been wound up ever 
since Hickok got shot, Meg. Our 
weight on the boards triggered it off.” 

The colour was coming back to her 
cheeks when a voice, dry as the dust 
around us, came from nowhere. 

“Belly the bar folks. Fust one’s on 
the house.” 

My mouth hung open like a fly 
trap as I slowly turned to see a 
genuine B type Western barkeep 
complete with carefully oiled cowlick 
low on his forehead and stiff, white- 
tube apron with sagging watch chain. 

“Welcome to Gold Crik, folks.” 

My nails left two crescents on the 
back of my hand, but I wasn’t 
dreaming. My legs somehow obeyed 
my mind and took me to the bar as 
he set out bottle and glasses. Never 
have I needed a shot as much as I 
did right then and I poured a stiff 
one for my white-faced wife. 

As if we hadn’t seen enough the 
frayed curtain at one end of the place 
creaked open as the pianola staggered 
into a fresh tune. An old woman, her 
skinny body wrapped in loose tights 
and beaded brocade swayed on the 
tiny stage, singing off key and the 
barkeep leaned towards me. 

“Good, ain’t she?” he confided. 
“Brung her all the way from San 
Francisco.” 

I shook my head slowly. 

“The—the creeks still producing 
then?” I asked in a thin voice. 

“Sure. Pick it up like dirt. All 
comes here in the finish.” Then the 
old man set a drink out for the 
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‘* Stop mucking about, Willie, the 
blood will run to your head! "’ 








woman who had come over, filled my 
glass and Meg’s and my stomach be- 
gan to settle a mite. Of course, the 
old couple were as crazy as bed- 
bugs. Probably been there ever since 
the town had died, living on 
memories and who could blame 
them. Not me, nor did Meg, for with 
her second wind she started gossiping 
with the old lady as though she’d 
known her all her life. 


E got real chummy the four 
W of us with the old man chas- 
' ing slugs of whisky with 
canned beer from my car boot and 
showing me the shotgun and Peace- 
maker Colt he kept under the bar for 
trouble. And he kept dredging up 
stories that were like al] the Grade B 
Westerns come to life. But the way 
he told them they were real, part of 
a life he had known and I was so 
interested that I was startled when 
he suddenly stiffened then scuttled 
behind the bar like a frightened 
beetle. Then a voice like the quick 
ripping of old calico slapped at me 
from the door. 

Perhaps I should have been im- 
mune to shock by then, but what I 
saw there rocked me stupid. The 
man who stood just inside the door 
was very tall and very old with an 
axe blade face and cruel eyes. A livid 
scar like a rope welt lay across his 
forehead. 

“Git back, Jed,” I heard the old 
barkeep whisper. “You ain’t got no 
right to be here.” 

“No right, Sam? Mebbe not. When 
you left me fer dead behind that 
saloon in Cheyenne you reckoned 
you'd have Lily all to yoreself, didn’t 
ye. Her and my claim. Both would 
be yours. ) ou was wrong, Sam.:Dead 





By Glay Allison 





wrong and I’m going to kill you for it.” 

By now my legs were shivering like 
thin rubber, but somehow I managed 
to turn and start away from the bar, 
heading purposefully, I hoped, for 
the tall, lean old man, but a bone- 
handled, ancient Colt revolver sud- 
denly appeared out of the waistband 
of his pants and stared at me with a 
distinctly unfriendly eye. 

“There ain’t nobody agoing to 
come between me and my rights, 
mister. I ain’t got no quarrel with 
you, so you jest stand back against 
that wall thar, you and the ladies 
and then you won't git hurt none. 
Move. My quarrel’s with Sam and 
him only.” 

I could even feel Meg trembling. as 
we moved across to the wall and 
stood ‘there and I wasn’t feeling none 
too chipper myself. Somehow I forced 
myself to make words come. 

“Now see here, mister, this is plain 
foolishness,” I started and I was 
furious at the quaver in my voice. 
“You just can’t get away with this 
sort of thing nowadays. This is the 
present, man, and there’s telephones 
and police cars, not some fumbling 
horseback sheriff who'll lose your 
trail inside an hour. You do this 
thing and you’re booking yourself a 
seat in the electric chair for sure.” 

“That don’t matter none at all,” 
said the old man, lifting one hand to 
briefly touch the terrible scar on his 
head. “I already died once, back to 
Cheyenne where Sam put a bullet 
through my head and left me to die.” 

It was just like having one of those 
nightmares where you can see that 
something terrible is going to happen, 
yet somehow you can’t move a 
muscle. The kind you wake up from 
sweating. I was sweating now and it 
was cold sweat, too. 

“Now you just talked yoreself into 
trouble, Jed. Shouldn’t have waited 
so long.” 

The barkeep’s voice was thick and 
certain with triumph as he spoke and 
I saw his hand lift above the bar 
counter with a big, Peacemaker Colt 
held rock steady in his gnarled fist. 
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Tbe whole, rickety saloon shuddered 
«nd trembled with its sudden blast, 
Sest spurting thinly from walls and 
toor. The scarred man seemed to be 
teown backwards, staggering blindly 
» ‘ss miner’s boots, his head thrown 
~eck and one hand clawing desper- 
wey at the breast of his miner’s shirt. 
still coukin’t move. Horror rooted 
me to the spot even as I saw, with a 
«mble fascination, red rings of 
“eod running slowly over his clutch- 
me fingers. 
There was a small, scraping sound 
«= bis legs started to buckle and I 
ecard Meg gasp softly and fall limply 
eeainst me. I held her against me, 
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still staring as the shot man started 
to fold at the waist. It seemed to 
take long hours. Everything in slow 
motion. His bloodstained hand fell 
slowly away from his chest and I 
even noticed there was a button miss- 
ing from his shirt as he spun slowly 
down and fell, face down on the 
dusty floor. 

His hat fell off and rolled noise- 
lessly away into a corner and Meg’s 
eyes flickered open, then fixed on 
mine with a look of terror. 

The lifted dust and the thick 
powder smoke settled slowly and, as 
it cleared away, I stared in amaze- 
ment. Sam, the old barkeep, stood 


behind the bar, his seamed face split 
wide open in a huge and satisfied grin. 

“Dad gum it, Lil,” he exploded, 
slapping his thigh. “I reckon that’s 
one of the best shows we done put 
on. Bet you that’s worth ten dollars 
of any tourist’s money.” 

Meg began to giggle thinly, 
hysteria not very far behind the 
chuckles then it grew stronger and 
more normal. 

Old Sam had the grace to look 
sheepish then. 

“My gosh, I hope the lady warn’t 
too scared, son. We don’t git many 
tourists here, seeing we’re off the 
main roads, so we likes to give ’em 
a good show. Nothing like Tomb- 
stone’s Helldorado or Deadwood’s 
shindig of course, but it makes us 
eating money. With that and the gold 
me’n Jed get panning out the old 
claims round here I reckon we’ll soon 
be able to retire to "Frisco like we 
planned.” 

I was beginning to get my breath 
back as the corpse got up from the 


floor and fished a crushed capsule 
of tomato ketchup from under its 
shirt. My heart finally steadied to its 
normal beat when he grinned, a bit 
shamefacedly. 

“Me, I reckon it’s a good thing we 
don’t get too many tourists,” he said, 
slowly. “This here show’s a mite 
hard on shirts.” 

I can’t ever remember paying out 
ten dollars quite so happily before. 
For one thing it was worth ten times 
that amount to be sure Meg and I 
hadn’t gone nuts. On top of that I 
was able to sit in comfort on the 
porch of the old saloon with a cold 
beer in one hand and a chicken leg 
in the other whilst Sam and Jed 
changed the car wheel for me. Oh 
yes, they threw that in with the ten 
dollars for free. 

One thing’s for sure, anyway. After 
that little episode nothing like that 
can happen again. Meg’s made sure 
of that. She can read a map better 
than any Army Topographical 
Engineer these days. & 
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INTENSIVE COACHING 






UNLIMITED OPPORTUNITIES 
exist today for ‘getting on’ . 
the fully-trained man. Let 1.C.S. tuition develop 
your talents and help you to success. 


iT’Ss MUCH EASIER to study under 
expert guidance. An I.C.S. course directs your 
efforts and helps you along, step by step until your 
goal is reached—and you’re a fully-trained man. 


WITH 1L.C.S., the largest and most success- 
ful correspondence school in the world, you get 
thorough postal 
Printed manuals, fully illustrated, make study 
easy and progress sure. 


. . but only for 


training possible. 


YOUR ROAD TO SUCCESS 

can start from here—today. Complete this coupon, 
indicating your choice of course, and post it to us 
at once, to receive full particulars. You will be 
under no obligation. Fees are moderate and there 
are no books to buy. 
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Gents, meet Your chairlady; VICKIE 


e KENNEDY. She’s the girl who's 
putting the shapely pattern on the 


upholstery - - ° the best design we've 


come across sofa. Three chairs for Vickie! 
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YOU PLAY in 3 MONTIHIS 


PIANO, REED ORGAN OR ACCORDION 


If you have never played a note— 
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q or if you learnt, but never got far- 


you will be able to read music at a 
_— glance and your own playing will 
surprise you. All the old difficulties 
have been ‘‘smashed’’ by the new, 
scientific, amazingly simple Klavar- 
skribo method, replacing the cumber- 
some, difficult old method. Klavar- 
skribo students play more music, 
better and with less effort after 3 
months, than after 3 years by the 
old method. As easy and successful 
for children as for adults. 

Students simply do not know how 
to find words strong enough to give 
expression to their praise for the 
method that brings them so much | 
enjoyment. 


Try this FREE LESSON at home 


Give us your address so that we may send you without obligation a free lesson of the famous 
correspondence course for Piano, Reed Organ or Accordion, containing full information 
about this amazing. INEXPENSIVE, simple method and our postal lessons and a large 
number of testimonials from musicians and other people of all ranks. Please state instrument. 
Send postcard or fill in the coupon below and post it today. 


Klavarskribo (LX 40), 67 Highbury New Park, London, N.5 
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barred kind of a column. 





OE EGAN ran a knock-’em-down, drag-’em-down, no-holds- 


He lit fires under officialdom. He exposed the clay feet of idols. 


He poked fun at the one St 
red ways, he raised the blood pressure 


And day by day, in a hun 
of the nation. 


ies him to do so. The public wanted blood. So he gave them 
blood. If they had wanted tears, he would have given them tears. 


| SENDOFF yan | For he was just a professional doing a professional job of work. And 

' TODAY [UE Lok Hh Sob ade see OOCDU EHO SE SOS Thee DUA TeeRAeaeeronagece besten | beneath the flames and the fury, he was a pretty easy-going, tolerant sort of 
Write nothing on ADDRESS i fellow. 

H this coupon but Lada vasecunawrhacntssia pause cadet Gheesesseeeans sae trae chbes The sins of the work just hi by. Only Red Horner, the big, 

H your name, address : ne ° I 

| and SPUSETHIDIOTEE.  ccocevcccecccece toners eee Keeesersecsecsoveresecerepeoeoscrereeseeses | bruising, trouble-shooting defenceman of the Toronto Maple Leafs, seemed 
Post in unsealed capable of raising a genuine breeze 

| envelope (24d. Piano, Reed Organ or Accordion ?........0.cccccceceeesenees i WSSSSSSSSSS SSSSSSSOSES, in his soul. 

| stamp). (Please write in block letters) LX40 | Egan hunted Horner, year in, year 
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LEARN T0 DRAW! 


-CalN Mone 


FREE 20-PAGE BOOK—AMAZING NEW METHOD 


“OPPORTUNITIES IN ART”’’—a fas- 
cinating, free book containing nearly 100 
illustrations and full details of how to 
become a successful Commercial Artist, 
will prove to. you that—in a matter of 
weeks—you can easily make startling 
progress and produce drawings of a stan- 
dard beyond anything you had believed 
possible! Whatever your interest—Car- 
tooning, Painting, Illustration, Figure 
Work, etc., here is a book you must 
read, and it’s free! 


SEND FOR THIS BOOK! 
In addition to describing our new Simplified 
Method of learning how to draw, “OPPOR- 
TUNITIES IN ART” enables you to test this 
method for yourself—at once! It is all 
sO easy... 

@ WATERCOLOUR PAINTING 

@ CARTOONING 

@ ILLUSTRATING 

@ COMMERCIAL ART 

Find out now about this fascinating hobby 
that can so easily lead to a worthwhile 
career. It may well be just what you've 
been looking for .. . so send for your copy 
of “OPPORTUNITIES IN ART” today—- 
FREE and without obligation. 




































THIS NEW AND 
EASY WAY! 








Navy wife 
fell out of 
hammock 


VEN when further changes 

| Bye made in British 

divorce laws, people still ¢ 

will not be able to part for any ¥ 
old reason. 

In America, things are rather 
different. In Wisconsin, a dairy ¥ 
State, Mrs. Agnes Wilkins got a 
separation because her husband 
wanted her to use margarine in- ¥, 
stead of butter. The judge % 
agreed with the contention that ¢ 
such conduct was ‘cruel’. ; 

In the same State, a woman @ 
seeking divorce gave her reason ¢ 
as the insistence of her husband, 
a retired naval officer, that she 2 
sleep in a hammock. “T’ve fallen 
out sixteen times during our 
marriage.” she told the court. 

In Chicago, Mrs. Bessie Sigel ¢ 

leaded that her husband was so 
that he made her cut all his 

meals into bite-sized portions. Her 
appeal was successful. y 

A Los Angeles wife sought 
divorce on the that ‘he 
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out. 

Just once in a while, he would 
pierce the thick hide and he treasured 
such moments. 

This day in the spring of ’33 was 
apparently just such a day. 

For, trom his desk at the “Record”, 
Egan could see the Maple Leafs’ 
star advancing through the outer 
office. 

His progress was that of a tidal 
wave. A couple of doormen trying 
to block his path were swept aside. 

He was heading for Egan’s desk 
and nothing in the whole wide world 
would stop him. 

His crew-cut, red hair bristled bel- 
ligerently. A copy of the paper was 
screwed up in his big, right hand and 
he turned everyone around him into 
dwarfs. 

He weighed around 220 pounds. 
But you don’t measure men like Red 
in pounds. 

For a long, drawn-out moment, he 
stood there towering over Egan. 


HEN he slapped the paper down 
on the desk, grasped the front of 


the columnist’s shirt and 
snarled, “I’m waming you for the last 
time, Egan. Keep out of my hair. 


Be FREE COUPON eel played baseball on Friday, ¥ “Rap me as a player if you must. 
| Please send me your FREE book basketball on Saturday, golfon 4% But stay out of my private life. Or 
| (Write if you prefer not lo cut page) | Sunday and cards the rest of the ¢ as help oa . 
RADE te oo a Then, without another word, he 
SRE Rs eee are aoe ne nied precisely fen days. % left, slamming the door behind him. 
| OREO in. 6.25 snes ces conn wnvens : She did not get her decree. @ __ Egan, totally unmoved, watched 
| » The judge suggested that, even him go, frankly surprised. For this 
Jvc eee eee e ener ence cece eeeeeeees ! % in America, ten days vised an column had been mild indeed com- 
| _P.AS., 103/A College House, | p haps too short a trial period for % pared to some of the ones that had 
| 29/31 Wright’s Lane, London, W.8 | ; a marriage. gone before. 

j 5$$999SSS° But then for weeks the moods of 
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‘Benny, you can go home 

and tell your wife straight from 

me—that | don't understand 
you either.” 


POP FS TP VOCE ET TOES EUS 


Red had been growing steadily wilder 
and more unpredictable. 

Egan wondered why and then he 
wondered why he cared, why Big 
Red had this power to get under his 
skin. 

Certainly he wasn’t alone in this. 
Horner could raise the hackles on 
an angel. 

He set a record for time spent in 
the sin bin and he always fought 
alone. Most villains of the ice work 
in pairs. But not Big Red. He had 
too much pride. 

In fact, it was said that the Maple 
Leafs were as chilled by their star 
performer as were his rivals. 

Here, indeed, was a man who pre- 
ferred to walk alone . . . a close man 
with a dollar . .. a man who seemed 
incapable of caring for anyone. 

He did occasionally visit someone 
outside the city, rather secretly and 
mysteriously. 

Egan had always liked to assume 
this was a girl. At least it would have 
made him look a little more like a 
fellow member of the human race. 

But with Horner you could never 
know. Perhaps the only person alive 
who even halfway understood him 
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was little Gordie Campanella and 
he wasn’t exactly a talker. 

Of course, it was inevitable that 
when a man like Red ran into a 
mood such as this, there had to be 
an explosion at the end of the line. 

And it wasn’t over-surprising that 
it should come on the night Toronto 
met their traditional! rivals, the 
Montreal Canadians. 

Both clubs were riding high that 
year and the Leafs had one of the 
greatest line-ups in their history. 

In addition to Horner, there were 
big names such as Ace Bailey, Hap 
Day, Hec Kilrea and Joe Primeau ... 
names good enough to beat any team 
on sheer ability. 

But Big Red never for a moment 
intended playing it that way. 

In the opening seconds, he smashed 
Girard into the boards long after the 
winger had parted with the puck and 
two minutes later dumped Campbell 
into the crowd. 

Banished to the sin bin, he sat 
there like a fighter waiting for the 
bell to send him out against a hated 
rival. 


N his return, he straightway 
crunched over the Canadians’ 
blue line, skated right through 
a partial block and turned to snarl 
at the innocent defenceman. 
The Toronto crowd had seen Big 
Red on some pretty wild nights, but 
never quite so violent so early in a 


me. 

They rode along with him night 
through the first period. After all. 
wasn’t he their man. 

Midway through the second, they 
began to turn against him. And then 
in the early stages of the third and 
final period, he stretched Girard out 
cold on the ice. 

A torrent of boos cascaded down 
from the arena. The incredible had 
happened. Toronto was booing one 
of its own. 

Horner threw back his head and 
laughed, and, for the first time that 
night, he looked almost happy. 

The following day, he disappeared 
from the city and scenting a story, 
Joe Egan hurried to the stadium. 

Big Red running before the storm. 
The tough guy who fell when the 
going got rough. It seemed almost 
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THE ICE MAN’S 


SPORT PROFILE 


BY 


Patrick 


too good to be true. 

It seemed that only Campanella 
knew the truth and after a little per- 
suasion he told a strange story. 

There was no girl outside the city 
for Big Red . . . just a sick little boy 
in the Hillview nursing home... a 
kid he had adopted and perhaps the 
only person in all the world he truly 
loved. 

“That’s why,” explained Campan- 
ella, “you guys sometimes thought 
he was slow with a buck. It all went 
to pay for that bed.” 

Deeply touched, Egan asked, 
“Why didn’t he tell us? We’d have 


Greene 





helped.” 

Campanella shrugged, “You know 
him better than that. All his life, he 
played it alone.”’ 

He paused. “Anyway,” he said, 
“there’s nothing anyone can do now. 
The kid died last night. Red got the 
news just before he stepped on the 
ice.” 
Egan had before him the kind of 
story that comes to a columnist once 
in a lifetime. 

He thought about it for one long 


hour, then decided to say nothing. 


He knew Big Red would prefer it 
that way. 





‘PARADE’ CROSSWORD 2: 


When you have completed the crossword, cut it out and send it together with your 
name and address, in block capitals, to: ‘Parade’, Crossword No. 483, 30, Bouverie 


Street, London, E.C.4. 


There will be an award to the senders of the first three correct solutions checked of 
book tokens valued one guinea, or if preferred, a Mentmore Autofiow Fountain Pen. 
(Please state preference on a slip containing address.) No entries will be considered 
after the closing date, Friday January 25th, 1963. The Editor’s decision will be final. 





ACROSS 17 Dirt (5) 
| Puffed (4) 18 Border (4) 
4 Girl (4) 19 Depend (4) 
8 Profit (4) 21 Hit (S) 
10 Symbol (4) 22 Laughable (9) 
tt Abundant (9) 25 Vases (4) 
12 Scent (5) 26 Confine (4) 


14 Depicted (4) 
15 Particular (4) 


27 Employed (4) 
28 Eft (4) 


ra 


| | me | 


DOWN 8 Bountiful (8) 
! comers @) 9 Inquisitive (7) 
2 INuminated (3) . 
3 Drive (6) 13 Reluctant (6) 


14 Contrivance (6) 


4 Deceiver (4 
satay 16 Length (5) 


5 Concur (5) 


6 Spring 20 Loan (4) 
flower (8) 23 Intimidate (3) 
7 Mars (6) 24 Decay (3) 


SOLUTION TO No. 479 
ACROSS: | Proposal. 8 Seen. 9 Guy. 11 Trance, 12 Editor. 13 Art. 1S Fry. 16 Procras- 
tination. 21 Ate. 22 Hat. 23 Fiends. 25 Orange. 27 Nut. 28 West. 29 Wrinkles. 
DOWN: t Pen. 2 Recur. 3 One. 4 Overtaken. 5 Age. 6 Nutrient. 7 Step. 8 Saboteur. 
9 Gift. 10 Yo-Yo. 13 Ash. 14 Tit. 17 Rain. 18 Cent. 19 Agree. 20 Need. 24 Sir. 25 Owl. 


26 Ass. 


The first correct solutions to Crossword No. 479 opened and checked were sent it 
by the following readers: Mr. B. F. Newson, 8, Preston Drive, Bexleyheath, Kent; 
Mrs. C. Tripp, 27, Georgelands, Ripley, Surrey; Mr. John Davidson, 7, Staff 
House, Central Hospital, Irvine, Ayrshire, Scotland. 
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He started as Stable 
Lads champion, won 
an Olympic Gold 
medal and earned 
over £30,000 in six 
years as a profes- 
sional boxer... now 
baby-faced TERRY 
SPINKS has retired to 
become a bookmaker, 
like his dad. 


DON’T take my wife racing as a rule. I’ve treated her to the 
socia] picnics like Ascot and Goodwood, but as for the ordinary 
run-of-the-mill meetings. No sir! 


Why? Well, let’s be blunt and forthright . . . the lavatory accommodation 
at some of our courses would make a caveman blush, the refreshments avail- 
able are either uneatable sandwiches or too-dear champagne and you have to 
fight for either of them, the language you hear on all sides is of the kind 
which would cause a mule-skinner to turn pale and register a protest. And 
one is charged an exorbitant entrance fee for the privilege of enjoying these 


mediaeval amenities. 


So I wasn’t a bit surprised when the American owner, Danny van Clief, 
tore off a censorious strip in his Gimcrack Dinner speech, in which he criti- 
cized the crudeness of our racecourses and our racing methods by comparison 


with what goes on overseas. 


RACING DE LUXE 


Sunday afternoon racing at the 
courses round Paris are picnics at 
easy prices, an afternoon’s outing for 
any respectable family. Racetracks 
in America have al] the sheen and 
gloss of a super-cinema . . . restaur- 
ants, powder-rooms, tip-up armchairs 
in the stands. In Australia, a race 
meeting is as comfortable as watch- 
ing the evening greyhounds at 
London’s White City . . . a six-course 
dinner behind a plate-glass window, 
plenty of time between the races so 
there is no need to bolt your food, 
runners hovering round to place your 
bets while you carry on with the sole 
bonne femme ... and your wife 
would just love the Ladies Lounge 
alongside the restaurant. Go down to 
the Australian equivalent of Tatt’s 
and you don’t have to plough 
through muddy grass, the enclosure 
is paved and there are little tables 
where you can sit and sip a noggin 
between races under a bright um- 
brella, just like the central square of 
some gay Riviera town. 

That is the civilized way to ‘Go 
Racing. In this country we are still 
harnessed to the tradition of the 
rough-and-ready Victorian days 
when the Quality went in their 
coaches and the Common People 
squelched about on foot. 


SOCCER, TOO! 

So I’m very glad that one Ameri- 
can owner pulled no punches in his 
criticism. The pity is that he was 





speaking only of racing. We could 
do with a few more Gimcrack 
Speeches to let a dash of fresh air 
into some of our other sporting 
spectacles in which the paying public 
are expected to suffer as a matter of 
course. 

Every soccer fan knows the agony 
of the mad dash to the ‘Gents’ at 
half-time . . . and the place is always 
full and you always have to wait. 

And as for trying to get a cup of 
tea in the interval—nothing fancy or 
elaborate, we don’t expect a grilled 
chop or even a decent thin-bread 
sandwich. Just a cup of tea! And 
what do you get? A couple of dear 
old ladies, as a rule, taking their 
time and solemnly pouring out slow 
cups, average rate one a minute, 
while hundreds of cold and thirsty 
fans clamour. They never dream of 
having a few dozen cups ready- 
poured for the rush, and long before 
it is your turn for service the second- 
half has started. So you give up the 
tea-chase and get back to your seat, 
or standing pitch, still cold and 
thirsty. 

I see this kind of thing constantly, 
not in the sticks and the villages, but 
at first-class grounds where the clubs 





will gladly pay £50,000 for a new 
forward but begrudge a few bob a 
week for extra service in the tea-bar. 

And we pay through the nose for 
the boon of admission to the ground. 
We even queue overnight for cup-tie 
tickets . .. but things are very differ- 
ent when it comes to a cuppa! 


GOODBYE, TERRY ! 


It is always a bit sad to see the 
passing of a great champion—and, 
make no mistake about it, Terry 
Spinks was great during the all-too- 
brief season of his peak career. But 
I heaved a little sigh of relief when 
he announced his retirement, for the 
writing was on the wall. It had been 
obvious in his later fights that young 
Terry was ‘over the top’ and taking 
more punishment than was good 
for him. 

But I shall always remember the 
chirpy Cockney sparrow in the days 
of his speedy brilliance, the fastest 
thing on two legs I have seen in the 
ring since the heyday of the great 
Henry Armstrong. 

I first saw him as a weedy little 
boy with an angelic face, fighting like 
a fury to win the Stable Lads cham- 
pionship at Newmarket when he was 
an apprentice with trainer Marcus 
Marsh. I saw him win the A.B.A. 
fiyweight title in his first year as a 
senior, and I was at the ringside in 
Melbourne when he won his gold 
medal in the 1956 Olympics. . . so 
you can understand why I feel 
slightly sentimental about Terry. 


BACK TO RACING 


Now, at the age of 24, after 14 
years in the ring, including six as a 
professional, Spinks is returning to 
his first love, racing. He has acquired 
a betting shop in Walthamstow and 
should do well, for his father is a 
bookmaker and Terry is as shrewd 
as they come. 

“I’m going.to miss boxing,” he 
says, “but the betting business will 
keep me busy enough to forget!” 


BIG MONEY 

As a professional he was just as 
great a success as in his amateur 
days. He won the featherweight 
championship from Bobby Neil in 
1960 and lost it last year to Howard 


“It’s for a jumper!” 
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Winstone. He finished his career 
with a victory, beating Johnny 
Mantle at the Albert Hall last 
month, and in all he is estimated to 
have earned well over £30,000 with 
his fists. 

He had 48 professional fights and 
lost only seven of them. He was 
never beaten by a foreigner in 18 
fights and the only Englishman to 
beat him as a pro was Billy Davis... 
it’s a pretty imposing record. 

Two other out-of-the-way distinc- 
tions claimed by boxer Terry... a 
record £7,200 for a defence of the 
featherweight title and a record fee 
of £250 for a six-round fight. And 
those of us who saw Spinks in those 
glorious days when his boxing had 
the glitter of pure diamond-dust, 
agree that he was worth every penny 
of it! 


REPORTER-BOXER 


Still talking about amateur boxers 
who turn pro, every sports reporter 
got a kick out of the award of the 
Best Young Boxer of the Year, 
which went to Frankie Taylor. For 
Frankie, when he isn’t boxing, works 
as a reporter himself, and a jolly 
good one, too. 

This isn’t a case of a sporting star 
cashing in by writing articles under 
a famous name. He was a junior 
reporter on a Lancashire newspaper 
long before he became a ring cele- 
brity and the amateur champion of 
Europe. 

He isn’t the only professional 
journalist in big sport. Another is the 
Blackpool and England soccer cap- 
tain, Jimmy Armfield, whom I met 
at the ringside when Taylor beat 
Santiago Ballester in Blackpool's 
Empress Ballroom last month. 
“Frankie and I have one thing in 
common,” says Jimmy. “We are 
both professional sports writers.” 

Nice to meet a footballer who 
actually writes his own articles and 
doesn’t believe in ghosts! 


SNUBBED ! 

South Africa, no longer eligible 
for the Empire Games since she left 
the Commonwealth, is planning her 
own international meeting. 

It will be called the South African 
Games and will be open to overseas 
athletes. It is proposed to run the 
Games every fourth year, starting at 
Johannesburg in 1964. 

South Africa was never a host 
country for the Empire Games, 
owing to her colour-bar laws, and it 
may well be that they will still find 
it difficult to induce other countries 
to accept their code. Anyway, the 
Australians have just administered 
a polite snub. South Africa wanted 
to send a squash team on an official 
tour, but the Australian squash 
authorities turned them down on the 
ground that ‘it would serve no useful 


purpose’. 


— 
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30 DAYS SUPPLY 


Safe High-Nutritional Formula 


VITAMINS § 


MINERALS and NUTRIENTS 
You pay only 1/6d. to help cover 


postage and packing. 
25 PROVEN INGREDIENTS: 


Inositol, plus 11 minerals. 


AA 


To prove to you the remarkable 
advantages of the Vitasafe 
Plan ... we will send you, 
without charge, a 30-day free 
supply of full strength 
VITASAFE’s C.F. KAPS so 
you can discover for yourself 
how much stronger, happier, 
and more vigorous you may 
feel after a few days’ trial! Just 
one of these tablets each day 
supplies your body with almost 
twice the minimum adult daily 
requirement of Vitamins A, C, 
and D—two and a half times the 
minimum adult daily require- 
ment of Vitamin B; and the full 
concentration recommended by 
the League of Nations Health 
Organisation and other Nutri- 
tional Boards, of four other 
important vitamins. Each 
capsule contains the amazing 
Vitamin B-12, a vitamin that 
helps nourish your body organs. 
We offer you this 30-day free 


14 
Vitamins including B-12, Choline, 





trial because sO many people 
have already tried Vitasafe’s 
C.F. Kaps with good results, 
that we are convinced that 
you too will feel healthier and 
fitter after this short time. 

In fact we’re so convinced that 
we’re willing to back up our 
convictions with our own 
money. You don’t spend a 
penny for the vitamins. You 
don’t risk a thing. We give you 
a 30-day supply because we are 
confident they’ll give you new 
zest—and here’s why . 

Your doctor will tell you that 
a daily supply of vitamins and 
minerals is absolutely indis- 
pensable for well-being—and 
Vitasafe tablets may indeed 
be ‘just what the doctor 
ordered’ because they are 
scientifically prepared to con- 
tain the frequently recommen- 
ded food-supplement formula 
for people who are over 40, or 


 VITASAFE PLAN (ENGLAND) LTD., Dept. PA13 
Grove House, 551 London Rd., isleworth, Middx. 


When near, visit our shop at the above address. 
Please send me my free 30-day supply of full strength 
VITASAFE’s C.F. KAPS under the VITASAFE PLAN 
as advertised in Parade. 
required. 


| 
| 
| 
7 [|] Men's Plan Women’s Pian 
| 
| 


Tick below which supply is 
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| ENCLOSE 1/6d. per package for packing and postage | 
So ee ree 


Available only to those who have never before taken advant- 
age of this generous trial. Only one trial supply under each 
plan per family. J 
=== Coupons can only be accepted from the U.K. ——— 





Send Coupon to: 
VITASAFE PLAN (ENGLAND) LIMITED 


Grove House, 551 London Road, 
Isleworth, Middlesex. 








EACH DAILY TABLET 
FOR MEN CONTAINS 


















Vitamin A 10,000 1.U, 
Vitamin D, | 000 1.U. 
Vitamin C 50 Mg. 
Vitamin B-|! 2.5 Mg. 
Vitamin B-2 2.5 Mg. 
Vitamin B-6 1.0 Mg. 
Vitamin B-12 2 Mcg 







Nicotinamide B.P. 25 Mg. 
Calcium 
d-Pantothenate 






3 Mg. 
2 1.U. 






















Vicamin E 
Biotin 5 Mcg. 
Vitamin K .O5 Mg. 
Choline 

Bitartrate 31.4 Mg. 
Inositol 15 Mg. 
Calcium 50 Mg. 
Phosphorus 38.7 Mg. 
Iron 20 Mg. 
Cobalt .04 Mg. 
Copper 45 Mg. 
Manganese 5 Mg. 
Molybdenum | Mg. 
Potassium 2 Mg. 
Zine 5 Mg 
Magnesium 3 Mg. 





lodine .075 Mg. 


SPECIAL PLAN FOR 
WOMEN ALSO AVAILABLE 
TICK COUPON IF DESIRED 

















who work under pressure, tire 
easily, are subject to the stress 
of travel and worry. 


Amazing VITASAFE Plan 
Guarantees you Laboratory- 
Fresh Vitamins 
With your free vitamins you will 


also receive complete details re- 
garding the benefits of this 


amazing new Plan that provides 
you regularly with all the labor- 
atory-fresh vitamins and miner- 
als you will need. You are under 
no obligation to buv anything! 
If after taking your free tablets 


for three weeks you are not en- 
tirely satisfied, simply return 
the handy card that comes with 
your free supply and that will 
end the matter. If we do not 
hear from you, we assume you 
want to carry on. We will see 
that you get your monthly 
supplies of tablets automatically 
and on time for as long as you 
wish, at the low money-saving 
price of only 13/9d. per month 
(plus a small mailing charge)—a 
saving of over 30%. 


SPECIAL PLAN FOR WOMEN 


Women may also suffer from 
lack of energy and vitality due 
to nutritional deficiency. If 
there is such a lady in your 
house, you will do hera favour 
by bringing thisannouncement 
to her attention. Just have 
her tick the ‘Women’s Plan’ 
box in the coupon. 
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A Saphena ring sets the seal on life-long Jove and the 
ging of your choice can be on your loved one’s hand within | 
24 hours. Saphena—exquisite diamond and gem rings, from 
£2.15.0 to £135, craftsman-set in platinum and 18-carat band — 
of gold. Saphena—Wedding. Engagement, Dress and Signet 
tings—the only rings in the world with the 10-star Guarantee 
and free insurance too, Choose your Saphena ring NOW. - 
from our beautiful illustrated brochure, complete with ring 
Rauge. 


© NO DEPOSIT 
e 8 MONTHS TO PAY SPEGIAL FACILITIES FOR 


© FREE INSURANCE OVERSEAS CUSTOMERS 
® 10-STAR GUARANTEE AND H.M. FORGES! 























WEDDING RING 
22 ct. gold 
Ist payment 13/6 
or cash £5.17.6 





Single diamond 
Ist payment 89/- 
or cash £43.5.0 









Five diamonds. 
Ist payment 31 /- 
or cash £12.15.0 


Single diamond 
Ist payment 338/- 
or cash £17.10.0 


Single diamond 
Ist payment 14/- 
or cash £6.6.0 





























Solitaire diamond 
ist payment 212/- 
or cash £105.0.0 


Five diamonds 
Ist payment 42/- 
or cash £18,18.0 


Three diamonds 
Ist payment 27/6 
or cash £12.19.6 








































































Three diamonds. : Solitaire diamond 3-stone diamond — ot are S=_= — ring 15/6 
- Ist payment 50/- ist payment 40/6 st payment ee st payment 
on eee 0 Solitaire diamond Il or cash £22.10 Three diamonds. Mlor cash “19.126 3-stone diamond Mor cash £15.18.6 Wedding ring BiBor cash £5.19.6 
Ist payment 35/6 Ist payment 21/6 ist payment 49/- Ist payment 19/6 


or cash £23.5.0 or cash £6.19.6 





or cash £16.19.6 or cash £7.17.6 









FREE HEART-SHAPED PRESENTATION 





——— a ee SECOND YFOLD™ = CUT OUT THIS ADVERTISEMENT ALONG DOTTED RULE™™ FIRST ¥ FOLD 22 











POSTAL INSTRUCTIONS Hae 
writes ae ka SahEBO CASE WITH EVERY PURCHAS 
name and add- cated and tuck caaee< 
ress. in block flap ‘A’ into De fe = = : ai 
capitals flap ‘B’ = r= S) >: > o 
Zo 2 = Oh, 
Ensure that xo & 
SAPHENA’S cee 
Cut out the address appears 
2 whole sia tes orga 
folder a now. (! ‘o stamp 
eras Bs Diamond & ruby Sapphire & diamond Diarnond & ruby 
luste ne square set ring 
™ rim ; Bec $1 /- +2 nia nt 396 Ist payment 34/6 
x. or cash €23.15.0 or cash €£17.19.6 or cash £14.2.6 
| £ ’ S bel 
| ~ _ Y ‘ 
$ > va ms 
7 se _ . 
} 3 naa ° 
3 a5 eee 
i > aS | oy oz, 
5 ae =) 
eee. Wg ea) * 
| . D g > i! Z. Opal & diamonds 5-stone sapphire & Ruby & diamond 
» 4 4 i) a4 Oo cross-over ring diamond ring dress ring 
| = Zz ae Ist payment 35/6 Ist payment 47/6 Ist payment 50/6 
3) ” he a _ or cash €16.19.6 or cash €22.15.6 or cash €24,2.6 
: % — a oe 
, 5 i=) <_< rm 
3 wn 
pote’ 
s ky 
ea. . = 
| a ~ y ci--pe REE 
| vs i <oAs Nustrated i. 2 
: “4 ’ ; ‘ a 
| 1-23 ww B bags brocharel ~~ 
| < 3% 6.8 SSnz rochure] ee” 
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| ome Sh See A s 
| $ POST TODAY ! SEND NO 





